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INTRODUCTION 


If  Milton,  in  his  palmy  days, 
ir  Penserosa,"  wrote  for  praise, 
And,  Robert  Burns,  has  not  been  blanied ; 
For  having  "  Tarn  O'Shanter  "  franied  : 
Nor  CowPER,  for  the  pride  he  took. 
Of  "  Gilpin's  "  long  ride  in  his  Book. 
Tho'  flimsey  fabrics  at  the  best, 
They  skill  admirably  attest ! 
So  full  and  finish'd  ev'ry  trace 
Exhibiting  Pierian  grace. 
All  of  them  exquisitely  knit, 
And  master  pieces  we  admit. 
But,  if  the  truth,  we  must  unfold, 
They're  ou\y  splendid  lies  when  told. 
Yet  the  creative  pow'r  of  man 
Mirror — as  poet's  only  can. 

Then,  is  there  any  question  why 
We  too  may  not  our  pencil  try  ? 
As  theirs  are  merely  fictions — ours 
Are  facts,  and  fragrant  as  May-flow'rs. 
And,  if  not  classic  now  they  may 
Become  so  at  another  day  ; 
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By  growing  older  gain  like  wine, 
A  flavour  finest  of  the  fine. 
And  in  hereafter  Albyn's  name 
Be  gilded  with  posthumous  fame  ! 

Without  adopting  Goldsmith's  phrase. 
When  "  all  the  world  is  mine    he  says, 
We  may  indulge  ourselves  to  trace, 
Some  episodes  in  smaller  space  ; 
And  just  such  items  as  invite 
To  pencillings  for  pastime  write. 
In  our  efi^usions,  we  admit, 
Less  poetry  than  truth  is  writ. 
And  tho'  sublimity  secures 
Approval  among  Amateurs, 
Our  couplets  carlessly  we  cast. 
Into  the  debris  of  the  past. 
Not  doubting  some  aside  are  laid 
Forgot  or  into  kindling  made. 
And  were  the  whole  disposed  of  so, 
Some  people  would  be  glad  we  know. 
Beyond  the  latitude  of  these 
Can  either  irritate  or  please  ; 
Within  this  hermitage  of  ours. 
Deaf  to  the  would-be  connoisseurs, 
And  geniuses  with  owlish  looks, 
That  passes  sentence  upon  Books. 
As  oranges  are  for  deserts, 
Put  out  of  sight  by  malaperts, 
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Or  walnuts  are  demolish'd  where 

There  is  a  party-ing  affair. 

So  do  the  adepts  show  the  art 

How  Poems  may  be  torn  apart, 

Or,  into  odd-like  pieces  puU'd, 

By  boobys'  that  are  brainless  skull'd  ! 

And  from  the  first  line  to  the  last. 

Contempt  (if  nothing  else)  they  cast,  ^ 

To  beauties  absolutely  blind, 

Tho'  faults  on  ev'ry  page  they  find, 

But,  to  the  subject — praise  and  blame, 

To  us,  are  equally  the  same. 


OUR  PREFACE. 


Reflecting  on  how  soon  the  traces  fade, 
That  have  among  the  dust  of  Time  been  made 
By  the  departed,  in  the  brief  career 
Kept  them  conspicuous  for  a  season  here. 
And,  tho'  once  prominent  in  speech  or  pen, 
Are  now  forgotten  by  their  fellow  men  ! 
We  deprecate,  and  even  blush  to  own. 
Such  apathy  is  universal  grown. 
Astonishment  is  ours,  to  mark  the  air 
Of  nonchalence,  so  patent  ev'rywhere  ! 
Since  fashion  only  finds  room  to  expand, 
In  our  adopted — not,  our  "  native  land." 
Ah  !  then  with  our  propensity  for  song, 
Can  it  be  counted  strange,  if  we  do  long, 
(Beyond  life's  farthest  limits  now)  to  claim. 
Some  souvenir  to  bear  the  poet's  name. 
And,  from  among  the  Nova  Scotian  flow'rs, 
Select  a  boquet  may  be  known  as  ours. 

We  pause  not  now  to  note,  the  rank  and  file, 
As  Legislator's  flourish'd  here  a  while, 
Such  politicians  as  could  only  show. 
Their  eloquence  by  saying  "  Aye  "  and  "  No  " 
Nor,  to  take  notice  of  the  would-be  great, 
That  in  the  council  chamber  had  a  seat. 
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Nor  trifle  ev'n  to  classify  the  few, 
Illustrious  dead  that  Nova  Scotia  knew. 
But,  what  the  gifted,  and  the  great  have  won 
By  services  unto  their  country  done. 
What  sanctities  their  sepulchres  invest. 
Who  boldly  dared  to  battle  for  the  best. 
So  that  we  may  some  estimate  obtain, 
Of  what  hereafter  Amateurs  may  gain. 

We  pass  the  splendid  list  of  warriors  by, 
Went  forth  into  the  battle  fields  to  die. 
The  Welsford's  and  the  Parker's,  who  became, 
Illustrious  in  the  roll  of  Crimean  fame. 
The  gallant  Inglis  and  the  WestphalVs  brave, 
When  living  prized,  and  glorious  in  the  grave  ! 
'Tis  not  the  heroes  highest  in  renown. 
But,  the  civilians  that  are  smitten  down. 
The  statesmen  and  the  honorable — those 
That  in  the  city  of  the  dead  repose. 
And  vestiges  that  Time  consents  to  spare, 
Have  left  behind,  now  claims  our  special  care. 
To  learn,  how  lasting,  on  their  narrow  beds. 
Posthumous  fame,  a  lustrous  halo  sheds. 

There  is  a  time,  there  is  a  season  too — 
Tho'  undefined,  to  neither  say  nor  do. 
vSo  is  there,  both  a  season  and  a  time. 
When  silence  and  supiness  is  a  crime. 
Between  such  scylla  and  charybdis,  we 
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Take  our  departure  to  an  open  sea. 

Alike  disastrous  in  the  whirlpool  lost, 

As  to  be  wrecked  upon  a  ruffian  coast. 

The  task  is  ours,  tho'  difficult  to  steer, 

Unpiloted,  and  keep  of  either  clear. 

And  if  we  can,  avoid  the  troach'rous  shore. 

Whereon  politic  breakers  rise  and  roar, 

Or,  adverse  tides  indulging  in  a  lark, 

May  overwhelm  our  little  fragile  barque. 

And  should  our  exit  be  a  while  delay'd, 

The  prey  of  critic  cannibals  be  made  ; 

Well,  tho'  some  college  scatter-brains  assume. 

To  make  a  raid  upon  our  nom  de  plume ; 

Or  when  with  science  surfeited,  enjoy 

A  leisure  hour  demolishing  our  toy : 

Or,  in  profusion,  perils  may  appal ! 

The  Muse  invites,  and,  we  obey  her  call. 

Not  now,  among  the  feath'ry  glades,  where  flow'rs — 
Shed  incense  on  these  summer  walks  of  ours. 
Not  now^  upon  the  maple  shelter'd  seat. 
Where  friendly  branches  shade  us  from  the  heat ; 
Nor  saunt'ring  through  the  leaf-arched  avenue. 
That,  in  the  autumn  withered  leaves  bestrew  : 
Nor  musing,  by  the  little  orphan  rill, 
That  carefully  comes  down  from  Reeve's  hill ; 
Nor  sharing  in  emotions  of  delight, 
Such  sprightly  spirits  can  in  us  excite. 
But,  in  our  sanctum  solitary  set 
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Strive  but  in  vain,  bereavements  to  forget. 
Aye,  in  our  sanctum,  brooding  o'er  the  past 
So  oft'  exhausted,  but  will  not  exhaust. 
Sick  of  a  world,  where  promises  abound — 
In  youthful  days  ;  but  tantalizing  found. 
And,  in  maturer  years,  the  bright  display 
Eludes  the  grasp,  and  vanishes  away. 
We  eagerly  Erato's  aid  embrace. 
To  soothe,  if  not  our  sufferings  efface  ; 
Or,  in  sensations  song  can  give  assuage 
The  melancholy  that  pertains  to  age. 
And,  as  our  fingers  o'er  the  harp  strings  sweep. 
Awake  the  echoes  that  in  "  Camp-hill  "  sleep. 

Needs  it  be  told,  we're  so  fastidious  grown, 
The  greatest  Bore  in  Nova  Scotia  known — 
Is  truthfulness  ;  but  any  idle  tale. 
Is  preferable  wherein  lies  prevail ! 
"  Largely  inaccurate  "  some, — some  wanting  in 
The  "  essential  element  "  when  they  begin  ! 
Nay,  even  some,  nor  few  in  number  they 
Exhibit  carelessness  in  what  they  say. 
And,  in  a  hurricane  of  words,  is  shown 
As  facts,  what  are  but  fictions  of  their  own. 
But  we  profess — nor  is  it  without  pride, 
Our  inclination  to  the  letter  side  ; 
And  deem  it  quite  excusable  that  we. 
To  vamping  characters  do  not  agree. 
Nor  ought — tho'  plausible  it  may  appear, 
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With  our  veracity  shall  interfere. 

Tho'  quite  aware,  that,  lies  when  pour'd  out  free, 

To  public  favor  are  a  guarantee  ! 

The  speculation's  critical  at  best, 

Nor  void  of  danger  therein  to  invest ; 

And  is  the  lowest,  of  the  lowest  kind, 

Of  degradations  that  pollute  the  mind. 

Hence  declarations,  are  so  often  made. 

Greatly  at  variance  with  what  should  be  said, 

Especially,  when  some  ulterior  gain. 

Men,  do  by  fibs  and  fallacies  obtain. 

Say — Pictou  railroad  with  a  people's  curse. 

Or  carrying  off  a  coal  mine  in  their  purse. 

Nay  more,  the  wildest  of  assertions  are, 

By  politicians  reckon'd  on  a  par, 

And  unconditionally  genuine — 

As  any  of  the  oracles  divine. 

The  wickedest  of  wickedness,  it  may. 

By  some  be  thought  ;  yet  on  a  recent  day 

A  soul's  salvation  was  not  deemed  too  high. 

The  Nova  Scotian  Premiership  to  buy. 

The  pledge,  tho'  awfully  profane,  is  still 

Kept  unredeemed  in  the  pawnbroker's  till. 

It  being  dubious,  if  the  promised  boon  — 

"  Retrenchment"  will  be  consummated  soon. 

Not  such  the  system  that  we  would  pursue : 
Drawn  from  the  life,  our  skeletons  are  true, 
As  when  a  travell'r  passing  thro'  a  scene, 
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In  youthful  days  where  objects  intervene — 
Makes  no  pretension  in  old  age  to  tell, 
Precisely  of  when  there  he  saw  so  well. 
And,  silently  avoiding  what  was  not 
Within  his  vision  when  upon  the  spot, 
He  faithfully,  what  time  consents  to  spare 
Unto  the  little  faces  round  his  chair — 
Delineates  as  he  can  ;  so  thus  do  we 
Some  shadowy  forms,  thro'  merary's  vistas  see, 
Far  otf  loom  up  'mongst  wreaths  of  mistiness, 
All  in  the  costumes  they  did  erst  possess. 
That,  once  were  actors  in  provincial  scenes. 
Tho'  five  decades  between  us  intervenes, 
And  now,  presumptuous  as  it  may  appear, 
'Tis  our  design,  to  photograph  them  here. 
No  flourishes  that's  fanciful,  we  feign, 
Perhaps  not  unexceptionally  plain  ; 
As  is  the  Artist  in  his  native  mood. 
Such  are  his  tracings  cursory  and  crude 
No  hunting  after  what  is  grand  or  gay — 
Merely  to  flash,  and  ihen  to  fade  away! 
No  decorations  of  a  dubious  kind, — 
Only  to  dazzle  or  distract  the  mind  ; 
No  labor'd  ornament,  or  borrow'd  grace, 
Can  on  our  pages  be  allow'd  a  place  ; 
Willing  to  have  the  likenesses  portray'd 
Upon  our  preface — the  criterion  made. 
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O  come  Erato  !  guardian  of  our  lays, 
Beloved  enchantress  in  precocious  days, 
Attend  us  still,  still  thy  approving  smile. 
Can  all  the  anguish  from  the  Bard  beguile. 
Delightful  guest,  O  come,  the  task  is  yours. 
To  prompt  the  poet  in  his  pensive  hours. 
And  guide  our  pencil  as  it  wakes  to  wooj 
Reminiscences  of  the  long  ago. 
And,  as  Pierian  patroness  bequeath 
The  Cyprus  cincture  or  the  civic  wreath. 
On  such  as  did  our  Cabinets  adorn. 
Nor  would  ignobly  have  a  sceptre  borne. 
And  when  life's  drama,  closes  their  reward, 
A  length'ning  cortege  lo  the  lone  churchyard. 
Enough  !  should  silence  be  their  earthly  doom. 
Nor  calumny  disturb  them  in  the  tomb. 

Chief  of  the  Nova  Scotiau  men  of  note, 
Why  is  the  ^'  Master  of  the  Rolls  "  forgot? 
Archibald  !  the  friend  of  Albyn — tried  and  true  ! 
To  Archibald, — Albyn's  gratitude  is  due. 
Of  all  our  native  Nova  Scotians — none 
In  the  assembled  wisdom  brighter  shone. 
An  attitude  commanding,  and  an  ease 
That  never  fail'd  an  audience  to  please. 
To  pierce  or  parry,  equally  prepared — 
Tho'  few  to  meet  him  in  a  conflict  cared. 
Keen  as  an  Advocate — but  did  disdain 
Whatever  gave  unnecessary  pain  ; 
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Always  effective  ;  never  overstrained — 

His  views  when  adverse,  courteously  maintained. 

Not  more  enchanting,  at  the  ev'ning  hour, 

The  Nightingale  her  orisons  can  pour. 

Than  were  the  cadences  of  Archibald's  voice, 

The  diction  pleasing,  and  the  language  choice, 

So  rich  in  melody,  so  full  and  clear — 

His  utterances  came  upon  the  ear  ! 

But  tho'  the  plaudits  that  the  public  gave 

Was  adulation  more  than  he  might  crave  ; 

Yet,  all  the  noble  services  he  did 

Are  now,  beside  him  in  the  grave  kept  hid  ; 

Nor  is  there  aught  commemorates  a  name. 

So  well  deserving — of  a  niche  iu  fame. 

Among  the  mighty  who  in  Albyn's  day 
Without  acknowledgement  have  pass'd  away, 
In  head  and  shoulders  over  all  the  rest 
For  rhetoric  "Agricola"  stands  confest ! 
Of  all  the  honours,  by  our  magnates  gain'd. 
By  acclamation.  Young  the  first  obtain'd. 
Persuasion  pour'd  impetuous  from  his  tongue, 
And  on  his  pen,  wreaths  of  enchantment  hung  ! 
The  finish'd  scholar,  and  a  taste  refined, 
Were  in  his  attic  utterances  combined. 
And  if  not  poetry,  yet  more  than  prose 
Was  in  the  lustrous  language  that  he  chose, 
The  polish'd  period  his,  and  his  the  dart, 
That  left  behind  a  lancinating  smart. 


17 


And  some  opponents  still  could  show  the  scars, 

Bestowed  upon  them  in  the  wordy  wars. 

Solons  of  Agriculture  once  so  free, 

In  rural  disquisitions  where  are  ye  ? 

Like  other  things  that  flutter  and  take  flight, 

One  after  one,  evanish  out  of  sight. 

Half  Buccaneers,  what  they  could  not  enjoy, 

Deem'd  it  a  bounden  duty  to  destroy. 

With  them  at  least,  'tis  wisdom  to  forget, 

His  classic  way  of  cancelling  a  debt. 

It  is  not  marvellous  that  there  are  some 

Still  found  on  his  accomplishments  so  dumb. 

So  much  to  praise,  so  little  to  bedim. 
Where  is  the  wreath  ;  the  mausoleum  for  him  ? 
A  grateful  people,  gratefully  bestow — 
On  those,  who  triumph  o'er  a  common  foe. 
The  question  seems  unanswerable  ;  none 
Care  to  respond  now  when  Agricola's  gone. 
No  monument  to  valour,  or  to  skill 
No  "Appian  way  "  invites  us  to  Camp-hill. 
An  avenue  is  found  in  ten  per-cent. 
To  give  the  feelings  of  the  gen'rous  vent. 
Those  making  fortunes,  in  a  single  day, 
Ere  yet  the  golden  times  had  pass'd  away, 
Saw  little  merit,  in  Agricola  when. 
He  made  the  Province  flourish  with  his  pen. 
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A  mind  capacious,  and  the  fruitage  there 
Was  cultivated  with  assiduous  care. 
Various  and  vast  the  talents  he  possessed, 
Of  all  our  greatest  orators  the  best  ; 
But  the  eclat  that  dazzled  w^hen  alive, 
Did  not  one  day  his  funeral  survive. 

And  Huntington,  who  never  was  the  last, 
In  the  polemic  conflicts  of  the  past, 
A  man  that  neither  could  be  bought  nor  sold, 
Among  the  boldest,  he  was  counted  bold. 
From  right  immovable,  and  quite  as  strong. 
Resistance  olFer'd  unto  ^^  iiat  was  wrong. 
Frank  in  address,  and  fearless  of  his  foes 
He  never  shunn'd  the  test  of  ^'xiyes"  and  "  Noes.*' 
Uusyllabled,  his  freezing  frowns  convey'd, 
Laconic  answers  to  long  speeches  made. 
Even  by  a  gesture  of  contempt  ignore 
The  plausible  palavers  of  a  "  Bore." 
Whilst  almost  visible  in  Herbert's  mien, 
Integrity  embodied — could  be  seen  ; 
No  vacillation  in  politic  strife — 
E'er  cast  a  shadow  on  his  public  life. 
But,  if  there's  one  exceptionable — he 
(Albeit  of  blameless  character)  should  be 
Omitted  from  our  record — as  a  stone 
Ingratitude  may  partially  atone  ; 
An  obelisk  that  bears  the  patriots  name, 
Consideration  from  the  Muse  may  claim. 
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Then,  there  is  Uniacke,  who,  while  yet  a  lad, 
Was  praised  for  gifts  no  Uniacke  ever  had  ! 
The  gracefulness  that  his  conferrees  boast, 
Was  in  a  rude  exterior  nearly  lost. 
Nor  could  a  studied  elocution  hide 
The  symptoms  of  an  overweening  pride. 
A  voice  unmusical  and  always  strain'd ; 
No  fascination  o'er  an  audience  gain'd  ; 
His  countenance  in  a  forbidding  way, 
Did  insolence  if  not  hauteur  betray. 
Between  the  stolid,  and  the  stern,  no  trace 
Was  seen  of  mirth  e'er  visiting  his  face, 
A  pompous  piece  of  perishable  clay ! 
Yet,  one  not  to  be  met  with  ev'ry  day ;  "v 
But  undistinguish'd  from  the  common  herd. 
He  lies  forgotten  where  he  was  inter'd  ! 
And  as  the  public,  tho'  not  always  right, 
Unanimously  dropp'd  him  out  of  sight. 
It  may  be  thought — perhaps  it  may  be  said, 
That  we,  should  not  his  quietude  invade. 
It  may  be  just,  but  candidly  confess 
We  do  not  in  the  verdict  acquiesce, 
And  tho^  entitled  to  a  better  fate. 
Arrest  of  judgment  now,  would  be  too  late. 
As  ev'n  the  Muse  (we  write  it  with  regret), 
Tho'  undefined  must  have  a  limit  set. 

Another  one,  and  higher  up  in  fame. 
Our  fingers  quiver  as  we  write  his  name,] 


20 


Howe  !  song  inspiring  erst  to  us  ;  the  past 
Is  now  with  clouds  and  darkness  overcast. 
Ours  are  the  feelings,  only  known  to  them. 
Who,  have  at  once  to  love,  and  to  condemn. 
Strangely  divided  ;  but  as  censure  shakes 
Our  prejudices,  sympathy  awakes  ! 
This  urges  kindness  in  the  long  ago, 
And  that  shoi't  comings  painfully  we  know  ; 
Between  them  friendship  in  demeanour  dumb; 
Uplifts  a  finger,  and  they  both  succumb. 

That  Howe  of  ours  ;  unmingled  with  some  gali 
We  cannot,  will  uot,  from  the  shades  recall. 
So  full  of  promise  in  the  morn  of  life, 
So  great  his  triumph  in  politic  strife. 
Then,  in  the  mire  took  pleasure  trampling  down, 
The  sacred  wreath  that  should  have  been  his  own. 
Before  us  now  these  in  confusion  swim, 
And  claim  to  share  our  photograph  of  him- 
It  may  not  be,  it  is  as  the  Premier 
Of  Nova  Scotia,  Joseph's  pencill'd  here  ; 
His  aspirations  tho'  they  never  slept, 
Were  carefully  from  observation  kept. 
Till,  as  a  meteor  in  a  starless  night, 
Dispels  the  gloom,  and  dazzles  with  delight, 
Such  the  amazement.  Nova  Scotia  shared, 
When  first  Responsibility  was  air'd  ! 
Statesman,  Philosopher,  and  Poet — Howe, 
To  him  what  does  not  Nova  Scotia  owe. 
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His  patriotism,  whether  felt  or  feign'd, 

Wide  as  the  world  a  reputation  gain'd. 

His  text  "  Jii/  Country  " — ever  oa  his  lips — 

A  theme  do  previous  question  could  eclipse. 

But  not  denied  that,  in  an  evil  hour, 

Exchanged  it  recklessly,  for  place  and  pow'r. 

Yet,  though  some  vagaries  his  scutcheon  dim, 

Our  admiration  culminates  on  him. 

Once  in  an  age,  and  only  once,  a  man 

Like  him  appears  since  time  at  first  began. 

But,  in  the  highest  as  the  lowest  state. 

Vicissitudes  on  mortals  do  await. 

Nor,  did  the  King  of  terrors  aught  allow, 

As  an  exception,  in  behalf  of  Howe. 

Quite  inadmissible  appeal  or  plea, 

That  might  awhile  postpone  the  stern  decree. 

Hurl'd  from  the  apex,  giddy  at  the  best, 

Whereon  his  eyes  long  eagerly  did  rest. 

No  time  allow'd  his  mantle  to  adjust, 

Ere  from  the  summit  of  ambition  thrust, 

And  tho'  the  commonest  of  dust  implies, 

A  sanctity  from  him  that  in  it  lies. 

Yet,  O  !  how  terrible,  that,  death  should  call, 

When  he  was  busy  with  a  splendid  Ball." 

And  at  the  last,  to  finish  his  career. 

The  satrap  of  a  plundering  Premier  ; 

So  in  hereafter,  Halifax  can  claim 

"  Camp-hill "  that's  all !  his  resting  place  became. 

3 


22 


Even  Johnstone,  tho'  a  brilliant,  in  his  time, 
Lies  unremember^d  in  a  distant  clime. 
And  all  the  tortuous  tactics  he  employed. 
Once  so  inspiring,  now  are  null  and  void. 
Vindictive,  often  more  than  it  was  meet ; 
Nor  was  he  deem'd  a  stranger  to  deceit, 
Ascerbity  tho'  more  or  less  suppress'd, 
Was  in  his  practice  painfully  confest. 
In  argument  so  pompously  abstruse, 
When  not  convincing — could  at  least  confuse. 
And  in  expedients  that  he  might  attain 
Some  fav'rite  object,  of  a  fertile  brain 
However  crooked,  cramped,  or  confined 
Or  unadapted  to  the  end  design'd. 
Even  of  the  company  he  travell'd  in, 
Not  over  nice,  if  on  the  way  to  win. 
His  stratagems,  tho'  dext'rously  contrived, 
Have  not  beyond  his  own  demise  survived. 
A  casiust  in  debate,  and  in  a  suit, 
Display'd  ability  beyond  dispute. 
Calm  in  exterior,  but  like  two-edged  swords 
Upon  the  guilty  came  his  burning  words. 
Tho'  many  a  curious  kind  of  freak  and  whim. 
Were  known  to  be  familiar  unto  him 
Yet  of  his  foibles  caprice  and  pride. 
Required  a  daily  discipline  to  hide. 
Some  eccentricities  that  were  his  own, 
Had  into  more  than  baby  figures  grown  ; 
And  in  a  selfishness  that  run  to  seed, 
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Show'd  to  the  world  insatiable  greed. 

Some  sterling  qualities  he  did  possess, 

Made  expiation  for  his  faultiness. 

But,  amongst  those  have  his  associates  been, 

No  sighs  are  heard,  nor  moisten'd  eyes  are  seen 

For  him  Bluenose  no  lamentation  made, 

Nor  is  advised  yet  where  his  dust  is  laid. 

Among  the  Notables  who  have  appeared 
In  Nova  Scotia,  that  should  be  revered, 
Than  Haliburton,  the  historian,  none 
More  famous  living,  less  regretted  gone  ! 
It  is  but  little,  and  that  little  dim. 
And  desultory  we  can  tell  of  him. 
A  miscellaneous  volume — self  contain'd 
Oft  too  indelicate  to  be  explaiu'd. 
Where  ev*ry  page  with  jibes,  and  jeers,  and  jok 
To  peals  of  laughter  purposely  provokes  ; 
And  paragraphs,  more  prodigal  of  wit, 
Than  what  is  deem'd  for  seminaries  fit. 
And,  happy  hits,  by  grimaces  convey'd. 
That  have  not  always  carefully  been  weigh'd. 

In  the  similitudes  we  have  to  spare, 
With  which  he  might  ostensibly  compare, 
Are  panoramas — more  diffuse  by  far, 
But  more  unique  than  panoramas  are  ; 
Less  vivid  in  conception  too  the  plan 
Upon  the  canvass  than  was  in  the  man. 
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In  the  transitions  so  abruptly  made 

By  the  "  clock  pedlar"  genius  was  display'd. 

Altho'  at  times  mistakes  did  interpose 

Between  him  and  the  characters  he  chose. 

No  stam'ring  at  queer  stories  where  a  wink, 

The  broken  pieces  could  together  link, 

Or  hesitation  how  to  slide,  or  slur. 

O'er  kinks  and  crumples  when  they  did  occur. 

Nothing  too  ticklish  for  him  to  recite. 

But  what  was  muddy  gave  him  most  delight. 

The  more  ridic'lous  always  prized  the  more, 

The  louder  it  did  make  the  list'ners  roar. 

And  inuendoes,  had  a  certain  place. 

As  special  fav'rites  on  his  fullmoon  face, 

Even  if  not  always  visible,  yet  they 

Whenever  wanted  were  not  far  away. 

We  have  another  similie,  that,  might 
Be  for  our  preface  deem'd  more  apposite. 
If  e'er  a  live  kalideoscope  could  be 
In  human  figure,  then     Sam  Slick  "  was  he. 
Who  ever  in  a  tube,  has  seen  a  mass, 
Thrown  in  by  chance  of  beads  and  broken  glass, 
And  felt  the  real  enchantment  they  possess, 
In  all  their  vast  and  varied  loveliness, 
May  possibly  from  the  ideal  glean, 
What  we,  in  the  original,  have  seen. 
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Sam  "  was  an  oddity,  an  humourist, 
And  oft  the  bench  enliven'd  with  a  jest, 
Sometimes  absurd,  and,  sometimes  out  of  place. 
But,  did  contrive  to  keep  a  serious  face. 
And  not  unfrequently  the  Bar  forgot. 
Their  gravity  by  some  grotesque  hon  mot. 
His  twinkling  eyes  so  exquisitely  droll, 
Beam'd  in  their  sockets  like  a  burning  coal, 
So  that  the  Court  would  for  an  instant  pause. 
And  join  the  audience  in  their  loud  guffaws. 
His  laison  for  a  pun  could  not  be  hid. 
And  spiced  with  fun  was  all  he  said  or  did. 
With  social  friends,  or  as  a  judge  in  court. 
He  had  a  quenchless  appetite  for  sport. 
And  far  and  wide  are  aphorisms  "  Sam  " 
In  sayings  quaint  and  curious  did  embalm. 
But  "  Sam  "  a  tory  proselyte  became, 
And  dead  !  there  is  no  odour  in  his  name. 
Even  of  his  exit  there  is  nothing  known, 
More  than  newspaper  notices  have  shown. 

Sam  could  not  well  have  utterly  been  rid 
Of  liberal  notions  at  the  time  he  slid 
Among  the  Tories  ;  they  were  not,  as  now, 
In  estimation  sunk  so  very  low. 
They  would  have  laugh'd  at  all  the  gasconade, 
By  either  Woodworth  or  McDonald  made. 
Since  we  were  sold  for  eighty  cents  a  head 
To  Canada  !  we  have  a  wholesome  dread 
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Of  Toryism,  whether  as  Lib-cons 
Or  Tupperites,  or  tailings  of  Sir  Johns', 
And,  as  we  once  did  hear  an  Indian  say, 
"  The  Liberals  are  more  better  men  than  they. 
When  of  white  people  Indian  man  complain, 
'Tis  always,  always,  the  same  call  again. 
And  very  much  whatever  time  we  come, 
The  man  we  want  then  never  is  at  home  ! 
The  Liberals  no  long  palaver  make, 
"  But  always  home,  and  always  wide  awake. 

No  great  big  talk,  but  all  of  it  so  true, 
"  And  what  is  to  be  done — most  certain  do." 

A  slap  more  frequent  than  a  sugar-plum, 
Benificence  to  Bluenose  is  become. 
Mazzeppa-ish  tho'  questionably  said, 
That  insult  in  hereafter  may  be  paid. 
If  there's  a  tide  in  men's  affairs,  a  wave 
Might  by  and  bye  in  Fenian  figure  rave. 
Around  the  throne  and  who  knows  topple  down 
That  symbol  so  significant — a  crown  ! 
Ah  !  should  it  ever  in  an  evil  hour. 
Cross  the  Atlantic  and  thro*  London  pour. 
Then  Old  John  Bull,  up  from  his  lounge  will  leap, 
Whereon  so  oft  he  feigns  to  be  asleep. 
And  like  a  kind,  good  uatur'd  honest  soul, 
(As  so  he  is,  if  taken  on  the  whole) 
Into  the  pockets  of  his  great  surtout — 
Thrust  both  his  hands,  and  swaggering  about, 
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Growl  a  great  oath,  that  he  is  not  in  trim, 
For  frothy  Fenians  coming  near  to  him. 
'Tis  then  the  Ministers  of  State  may  find 
How  Colonists  can  keep  contempt  in  mind. 
Then  too,  a  British  Parliament,  will  know 
That  Bluenoses  were  rated  rathei"  low. 

O !  had  the  Queen  of  England,  deem'd  how  ill 
It  is  to  force  a  transfer  of  the  will, 
She  would  have  paused  before  her  mandate  made. 
The  Nova  Scotians'  articles  of  trade. 
Or  deign'd  at  least  to  hear  her  lieges  plead 
Not  to  be  sold  for  "  eighty  cents  "  per  head. 
No  act  was  theirs  to  cover  with  disgrace. 
Or  give  confusion  to  a  Native  face. 
Ere  they  became  the  scape -goats  to  atone 
For  overt  deeds  by  the  Canadians  done. 
What  tho'  divided  from  her  by  the  waves. 
They  are  too  proud  to  be  made  serfs  and  slaves. 
Such  souls  as  theirs  are  not  for  vassals  meet. 
And  British  hearts  within  their  bosoms  beat. 
Unconquer'd,  and  unconquerable,  they 
By  deplomacy  have  been  flung  away. 
A  people,  as  their  fathers  were  in  old. 
Such  are  they,  true  indomitable^ — bold 
Inured  to  hardship,  ev'rywhere  renown'd 
When  help  is  wanted — always  ready  found. 
To  Celts  and  Saxons,  and  the  Norsemen,  heirs! 
A  tone  of  high  moralty  is  theirs. 
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Admitting  there  is  often  room  for  doubt, 

If  in  their  practice,  it  be  carried  out. 

Nor  is  Politeness  universal,  still 

Shrewdness  does  half  its  purposes  fulfil. 

Where  these  are  not,  simplicity  has  been 

Their  substitute  in  manner  and  in  mein, 

A  Loyal,  Noble,  Law  abiding  Race 

With  only  one  exceptionable  case, 

The  Tupper  trick  !  there  is  no  other  stain 

In  all  Acadia's  beautiful  domain. 

That  Tupper  trick  !  ah  yes  corruption  then, 

Began  to  stalk  among  our  Public  men. 

Yes  he ;  that  man  so  infamous  became, 

That  Doctor  Cramp  fixed  Tekel  on  his  name. 

We  add  Upharsin  ;  fitter  for  the  knave, 

Than  the  G.  B.,  that  Queen  Victoria  gave. 

He's  writhing  now,  divided  in  two  parts. 

Liberals  and  Tories  hate  him  in  their  hearts. 

The  very  basest  of  the  very  base — 

Among  the  Demagogues  of  recent  days. 

This  seems  aside  from  what  we  did  propose 
And  might  have  been  omitted  if  we  chose. 
But  then  the  Mic-mac's  dictiun,  like  a  ghost 
Would  with  our  own  have  been  forever  lost. 
As  for  the  little  episode  no  doubt 
Our  preface  would  be  readable  without, 
But  then  we  have  a  miscellaneous  mind 
Not  common  place  enough  to  be  confined. 
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O  Liberty  !  how  sweet  it  is  to  be — 
Alike  the  minion  of  the  Muse  and  thee. 

With  this  digression  o'er  we  venture  back, 
Where  we  deemed  fit  to  wander  from  the  track ; 
Neglecting  to  keep  closely  by  the  text, 
So  many  of  our  readers  may  get  vex'd  : 
Tho'  undesigned,  but  they  were  not  prepared 
For  deviations,  to  be  on  their'guard. 
They  little  know,  as  little  do  they  care. 
How  sensitive  the  souls  of  poets  are — 
They  little  know,  in  such  a  life  as  ours, 
How  many  thorns  co-mingle  with  the  flowers. 
Nor  of  the  imps  that  ev'ry  chance  embrace, 
With  unfledged  wings  to  flap  them  in  our  face. 
Nor,  that  our  bile  should  now  and  then — be  stirr'd, 
In  listening  to  platitudes  absurd — 
Obliterating  what  seems  opposite. 
To  grace  the  facts  and  figures  that  we  write ; 
That  justly  or  unjustly  share  the  blame 
Of  ruining  the  skeletons  we  frame. 
Nor  that  materials  for  Sam's  profile  were 
Exhausted  ere  we  reached  his  sepulchre  ! 
Nor  have  found  aught  among  the  traits  we  pen 
To  dignify  him  more  than  other  men. 
He  left  his  country,  it  is  understood. 
More  for  his  own,  than  for  his  country's  good. 
He  was  an  Author !  but  there  was  no  wail 
At  his  demise,  in  all  his  native  vale  ! 
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Or  demonstration  yet  been  made  to  show 
What  Nova  Scotians  to  his  mem'ry  owe. 

We  look  around — but  look  in  vain  to  find 
Some  souvenir  that  may  keep  Doyle  in  mind ; 
Some  fragment  of  a  picture  to  be  seen, 
Left  to  perpetuate  where  he  has  been  ! 
Something  that  would  not  moulder  soon  away, 
Something  that  can  the  "joy  of  grief"  pourtray — 
Some  symbol,  speechless  tho*  it  be  to  tell, 
That    Lary  "  bade  his  native  land  farewell ! 
Early  among  our  special  friends  enroU'd 
Not  ill  to  gain,  nor  difficult  to  hold  ; 
A  "  Liberal  "  by  profession,  alias  grit, 
A  gentleman,  a  scholar  and  a  wit ! 
His  bland  address,  and  his  engaging  smile, 
An  Artist  might  have  studied  for  his  style. 
Nothing  degrading,  or  demure  or  dull. 
Could  find  admission  into  Lary's  skull. 
The  Lark  is  not  more  sprightly  as  he  pours — 
His  matin  song  in  summer's  early  hours  ; 
A  heart,  as  lightsome  as  the  playful  breeze — 
Scarce  audible  among  the  leafy  trees. 
Life  was  to  Lary  like  a  pleasant  game. 
And  it  was  always  sunshine,  where  he  came. 
The  present  his,  to  consequences  blind — 
The  future  never  seem'd  to  cross  his  mind. 
Contented  drifting  up  and  down  in  fame, 
Without  one  aspiration,  or  an  aim 
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As  light  the  task,  to  get  a  swallow  shot, 
When  on  the  wing,  as  tell  what  he  was  not. 
But  more  perplexing  it  were  to  rehearse 
The  outlines  of  his  character  in  verse. 
Some  traits,  so  like  the  Humming-bird — did  flit 
From  observation  ere  they  could  be  writ. 
Not  one  of  them  might  sep'rately  be  fixed, 
So  multifarious  were  they,  and  so  mixed. 
That  no  fac  simile,  tho'  penn'd  with  care. 
Would  ever  with  the  original  compare. 
A  strict  attention  was  not  always  paid 
To  harmonize  the  movements  that  he  made ; 
His  longings  after,  and  his  love  for  sport 
Did  not  at  times  with  dignity  compart. 
More  than  it  did  when  tears  unbidden  showed 
His  sympathies  with  suff'ring  everflow'd. 
But  Lary's  dead,  and  foreigners  were  proud 
Of  furnishing  his  sepulchre  and  shroud. 
And  tho*  incredible  it  may  appear, 
'Tis  like  a  dream  that  Lary  once  was  here. 

No  brighter  target  for  death's  shafts  has  been 
Within  the  Lower  Provinces  yet  seen. 
Than  William  Garvie, — William  was  a  star 
Of  the  first  magnitude — and  shone  afar  ! 
Nor  wanting  in  these  omens  of  a  caste, 
So  oft  prophetic  of  consuming  fast. 
An  incident  to  memory  recalls, 
A  scene  within  the  Legislative  Halls, 
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As  list'ning  to  a  question  in  debate, 

Exciting  then,  now  almost  out  of  date ; 

Full  of  astonishment  we  stood  to  hear 

Invectives  stinging,  terribly  severe — 

(Repelling,  some  insinuation  made 

In  the  Assembly — should  not  there  be  said,) 

By  Garvie  mingled  with  the  adverse  cries, 

That  either  conquest  or  defeat  implies. 

As  "  ins  "  exulted,  or  the  "  outs  "  deride 

Solemnity  took  refuge  at  our  side. 

Conscious  of  some  imposing  presence  there. 

Such  as  presage  what  mortals  have  to  share. 

In  accents  audible  there  met  our  ear. 

A  breath  of  coming  "  destiny  severe  " 

Which  seem'd  to  us  (tho'  not  in  words,)  to  say :  — 

"  How  brief  will  be  that  Orator's  display. 

Already  is  the  fatal  mandate  seal'd 

A  mandate  will  not,  cannot  be  repeal'd 

But  as  a  Mede  and  Persian  decree. 

Unalterable,  Garvies'  fate  shall  be 

Even  now  his  eyes  are  publishing  the  way 

The  fever  d  frame  is  hast'ning  to  decay." 

School'd  in  the  highest  grade  of  classics,  none 
In  intellect  possess'd  a  finer  tone  ; 
A  master  in  the  sciences  and  arts. 
That  education  to  the  mind  imparts  ; 
In  copiousness  unrivall'd,  like  a  stream 
Full  unto  overflowing  he  did  seem. 
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Even  in  his  manner,  and  his  manly  grace 

Comparison  would  here  be  out  of  place. 

To  all  that  constitutes  a  statesman  born 

A  cabinet  or  kingdom  to  adorn, 

He  took  the  wind  from  out  their  sails  who  dared, 

To  mar  his  pathway  or  his  course  retard. 

Unbaffled  by  the  cumbrous  and  the  cute, 

That  organized  on  purpose  to  dispute. 

No  matter  who,  the  rival  to  assail, 

His  open  eye  was  never  known  to  quail. 

Woe  to  the  proud,  the  pompous  or  the  rude 

Or  prodigal,  on  Garvie  durst  intrude  ; 

Yet,  ev'ry  syllable  could  be  construed. 

As  ostentation  rigidly  eschew'd. 

Whilst  curiously,  he  complimented  those 

With  smiles,  who,  did  their  ignorance  expose. 

And  even  the  Tories  (trimmers  at  the  best,J 

His  overwhelming  eloquence  confess'd. 

But,  smitten  down  beginning  his  career. 
His  name  already  is  forgotten  here. 
Severely  sad,  to  him  death's  arrow  came 
Ere  quite  within  the  vestibule  of  fame. 
And  tho'  it  is  not  yet  a  half  decade, 
Since  he  was  in  the  cemetery  laid. 
Ah!  of  his  own  companions,  who  are  they? 
Or,  is  there  one  remembers  him  to  day. 
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The  time  would  fail,  the  time  we  have  to  spare. 
From  avocations  that  demand  our  care, 
The  precious  time  ;  tho^  fondly  welcomed,  still 
Men  offer  premiums  for  new  modes  to  kill 
That  time  would  fail ;  even  to  epitomize 
Some  more  besides  that  in  rememb' ranee*  rise, 
Tho'  little  else  than  drivelers  at  the  best 
Opinion  placed  them  once  above  the  rest ; 
But,  'tis  not  ours  to  lift  oblivious  pall, 
And  what  they  did,  or  what  they  said  recall, 
Not  numbered  in  the  "  thirty,"  yet  did  they 
Make  some  spasmodic  efforts  in  their  day. 
Nor  was  their  efforts,  always  made  in  vain. 
Emolument  or  office  to  obtain. 
T'was  ever,  with  an  eye  to  some  reward, 
A  Fairbanks,  or  a  Forrester,  was  heard  ; 
Imaginary  greatness  lent  them  aid. 
In  every  syllable  that  either  said. 
But,  fail'd  to  hide  the  over-anxious  care 
For  place  and  pow'r  they  equally  did  share — 
One  to  be  Master  of  the  Rolls  assay'd ; 
The  Police  Office,  on  the  other  prey'd. 
Most  terribly  the  one  must  have  been  wrong'd 
If  any  virtue  unto  him  belong'd — 
Unless,  that,  superciliousness  combined 
With  pride,  be  counted  something  of  the  kind. 
Verbose,  vindictive,  violent,  and  vain. 
With  tryranny  transparent  on  the  brain, 
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None  might  presume  to  question  what  he  said, 

Or  the  decisions  challenge  that  he  made. 

And  if  he  saw,  or  thought  he  saw  a  trace. 

Of  discontent  upon  a  client's  face, 

A  kind  of  wicked  waspishuess  was  shown  ; 

At  once  in  full  possession  of  his  own, 

And  no  apology  serve  to  assuage, 

A  torrent  of  ungovernable  rage, 

Woe,  woe,  was  theirs  who  did  incure  his  wrath. 

Nor  less  their  doom  who  dared  to  cross  his  path  ; 

And  over  all  the  shadow  of  a  smile. 

But  far  too  faint  a  Poet  to  beguile. 

We  shared  his  peccadillos  once,  and  ill 

It  did  associate  with  Bard  Albyn's  will. 

Instructing  our  opponent  to  evade 

A  quasi  kind  of  a  decree  he  made 

But  would  not  sign  it,  to  the  question  why  ? 

A  sneer,  or  curling  lip,  was  the  reply. 

Because  one  of  his  chums  had  been  employ'd 

For  a  big  fee  to  make  the  mandate  void. 

Until  the  chancellor — Falkland  !  bless  his  name. 

On  our  petition — to  the  rescue  came, 

And  with  old  honest  Haliburton's  aid. 

Our  cause  in  equitable  scales  was  weighed. 

Nor  one  iota  of  the  smallest  kind 

That  we  could  claim,  but  was  to  us  assign'd. 

No  loop-holes  were  in  their  decision  left, 

Whereby  we  might  of  justice  be  bereft. 
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No  quibbling  then,  evasions,  vag'ries  none, 

The  word  was  "  forthwith,"  and  forthwith  *twas  done. 

Not  so  offensive,  but  with  as  much  pride. 
And  consequence  the  other  could  not  hide. 
Politeness  was  his  hobby,  and  that  trait 
He  cultivated  in  a  curious  way. 
His  sayings,  sometimes  difficult  to  frame 
In  proper  shape  ;  but  with  an  upright  aim, 
Both  had  side  issues  which  they  did  pursue. 
I^Tor  were  these  ever  absent  from  their  view. 
But  not  without  emotions  that  give  pain 
Now,  our  enquiries  after  them  are  vain. 

Nor  would  McKiM,  tho'  far  a  patriot  praised 
Against  corruption  have  the  clamour  raised. 
He  did  for  nothing ;  or  himself  forget, 
But  kept  his  eye  upon  a  lighthouse  set. 
Yet  in  the  twists  and  turnings  of  the  past, 
No  doubts  on  his  integrity  were  cast. 
Tho'  few  among  the  Nova  Scotians  deem 
McKim  entitled  unto  their  esteem  ; 
And  fewer  still  now  care  to  keep  in  mind 
The  noble  record  that  he  left  behind. 
"Whilst,  if  in  Stewart  there  was  aught  to  show 
Commendable — it  must  be  long  ago. 
Tho'  not  without  some  scintillations  shone — 
Like  petit  planets  in  a  distant  zone. 
That  only  twinkle  with  uncertain  light, 
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But  shed  no  lustre  on  the  realm  of  night. 
Even  "  Lawson  "  who  deserved  a  niche  in  fame 
For  blamelessness,  when  many  were  to  blame  ; 
Lawson  had  principle — but  in  excess, 
Was  painfully  unpolisliM  in  address  ; 
Stern  and  unflinching  in  a  righteous  cause, 
But  scoru'd  to  make  long  speeches  for  applause. 
Whilst  others  were  by  previous  pledges  bound 
Unfetter'd  he  was  formidable  found. 
And  all  the  tendencies  there  is  to  trim 
By  Legislators — had  no  place  with  him. 
Straight  to  the  point,  off-handed,  brief  and  bold, 
The  story  that  he  had  to  tell  was  told. 
With  him  no  beating  of  the  bush,  to  find 
Something  to  rankle  in  a  rivals  mind ; 
If  any  charge  opposing  members  made. 
Or  was  in  language  covertly  convey'd. 
Without  apology  ;  without  excuse. 
Right  on  the  spot,  no  matter  how  abstruse, 
Careless  alike  of  either  praise,  or  blame. 
The  blunt  retort  in  words  unmeasur'd  came. 
Yet  always  guiltless  of  that  odious  crime. 
The  subterfuge  of  speaking  against  time. 
Unscath'd  the  ordeal  of  public  life  he  pass'd. 
But  turned  a  "  Tory  "  (strange  to  say,)  at  last. 
And  the  vox  populi  that  statesmen  crown, 
Into  a  cold,  dull  silence  dwindl'd  down. 
And  saving  "  Church,"  few  of  them  but  would  bend, 
To  circumstances  ere  they  would  offend, 
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And  tho'  Dot  wanting  in  a  seeming  kind 
Of  principle,  it  was  to  self  confined  ; 
Nor  did  suffice  to  reach  beyond  the  gloom 
That  natively  associates  with  the  tomb. 

The  Reader's  patience,  and  so  too  our  own, 
Would  be  exhausted  to  go  further  down  ; 
Albeit  celebrities  of  mushroom  kind, 
Within  the  grave-yards  Amateurs  may  find. 
Enough  already  for  tlie  Argus-eyed 
Is  in  our  sevenfold  miniature  supplied. 
Illustrating  illusions  men  caress — 
Illusions  verse  like  ours  can  ill  express, 
A  multitude  of  attributes — the  heirs. 
Have,  since  they  died  discover'd  to  be-^theirs  ! 
And  borrow'd  virtues  generations  old — 
Traced  on  their  tablets  bids  the  world  behold. 

As  when  a  flock  of  cattle,  or  of  sheep, 
A  fragile  fence  are  seen  to  overleap  ; 
By  force,  or  fraud  determined  to  obtain, 
A  field  of  pasture,  or  a  field  of  grain. 
The  boldest  Bulls  or  ruthless  Rams  begin 
First,  to  make  room  to  let  their  follow'rs  in. 
One  after  one — they  eloquently  mute 
Without  reluctance  haste  to  follow  suit. 
To  them  success  encouragement  affords. 
Nor  are  they  long  divided  from  their  Lords. 
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So,  is  example  to  the  masses,  they 
Are  always  bent  on  having  their  own  way. 
To  them  propriety  is  but  a  name. 
And  right  and  wrong  to  be  almost  the  same  ; 
Hence,  is  it  "  shoddy  "  seems  so  much  inclined 
To  covet  more  than  is  to  him  assigned. 
Tho'  of  chief  seats,  in  synagogues  still  fond, 
His  aspirations  stretch  out  far  beyond. 
And,  in  the  cemeteries  take  the  lead. 
In  blandishing  the  dwellings  of  the  dead. 

"  Nothing  is  sacred  now,"  a  heathen  said, 
When  he  saw  idols  plentifully  made. 
Nothing  is  sacred  now,  we  do  repeat ! 
Since  tawdry  trappings  ev'rywhere  we  meet. 
The  honours,  once  on  excellence  conferr'd. 
Are  now,  adopted  by  the  common  herd. 
And  mankind,  look  with  evident  disdain. 
On  all  that  is  by  them  consider'd  plain. 
The  lichen  cover'd  rock  set  up  to  show 
Where  deeds  of  daring  were  done  long  ago ; 
The  fascinations  made  enthusiasts  dumb. 
Are  DOW  to  all  invisible  become. 
And  should  there  be  a  story,  yet  how  few 
But  would  prefer  to  hear  of  something  new. 
Even  strangers  pass  on  with  a  jaunty  air 
Without  enquiring,  wherefore,  is  it  there  ? 
That    Bloody  creek,"  in  the  Annapolis  vale, 
Is  only  heard  of — as  an  idle  tale. 
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Some  of  the  Natives  hush  it,  and  ignore, 
The  narrative,  when  'tis  repeated  o'er ; 
Or,  start  objections,  childishly  absurd, 
How  such  a  scene  could  ever  have  occur'd. 
And,  carelessly  the  tourists  turn  their  eyes 
Away  from  where  the  sranite  boulder  lies  ; 
On  which  the  Indinn,  for  a  target  stood  ; 
To  know  what  length  a  cannon  shot  was  good  ; 
And  left  his  carcass  on  the  spot  to  tell, 
How  far  the  Big  gun  carried,  and  how  well ! 
But  should  a  pic-nic,  or  a  rural  fete 
Be  improvised  at  Roundhill,  or  Rosette, 
Or,  any  frolic  of  ephem'ral  kind. 
Made  palatable  to  the  youthful  mind  ; 
Whereon  enjoyment  all  could  calculate. 
What  a  sensation  would  it  not  create  ? 
Like  a  Bee-hive  reft  of  the  regent  queen, 
The  countryside  would  instantly  be  seen  ; 
And  the  details,  at  least,  for  one  decade. 
The  theme  of  fireside  conversation  made. 
And  in  hereafter,  children  would  depone. 
To  other  children,  what  was  said  and  done. 
With  all  the  variations,  and  some  more 
At  ev'ry  telling,  than  was  told  before — 
Transposed  or  dovetail'd  in,  as  answers  best 
Such  audiences  as  are  to  be  address'd. 

And  of  the  students,  either  east  or  west, 
(Dalhousie  not  excepted  from  the  rest,) 
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Ambitious  of  excelling,  yet  how  few 
Among  them  in  the  studies  they  pursue, 
Have  any  interest  in  the  Past  to  spare  ! 
It  is  the  Coming  that  commands  their  care. 
How  little  of  Acadias'  classic  ground 
Is  in  their  polished  periods  to  be  found. 
Too  commonplace  for  poetry,  they  deem 
The  mountain,  and  the  little  mountain  stream, 
Unchanged,  unchangeable  to  them  appears. 
The  scenes  familiar  to  their  infant  years, 
And  tho'  endea;r'd  by  many  a  tender  tie. 
They  lend  no  lustre  to  a  student's  eye ; 
Nor  one  emotion  of  delight  impart, 
To  stir  the  tissues  in  a  stolid  heart. 
Nothing,  beyond  the  old  ancestral  farm, 
And  apple-orchard  has  for  them  a  charm. 
Their  highest  aim  has  ever  been  to  soar 
Above  their  fellows  in  a  cricket  score  ; 
And  to  enjoy  the  plaudits  of  a  day. 
In  the  Newspapers  as  experts  in  play : 
And  seem  to  count  a  cricketing  campaign 
Against  the  honours  the  Alumni  gain. 
Where  are  their  Odes  or  Essays  that  can  tell 
How  bravely  their  forefathers  fought  or  fell  ? 
Where  are  the  coming  candidates  for  fame, 
That  may  a  laurel  for  their  labours  claim  ? 
What  scenes  of  terror,  or  of  strife,  have  they, 
In  flowing  numbers  ventured  to  pourtray  ? 
Is  their  no  savage  onslaught,  or  surprise. 
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Linked  with  their  lioeage  to  immortalize  ? 

Might  not  Pesiquid  or  Grand  Pre  inspire, 

Some  embryo  Bard  to  wake  the  west'rn  lyre  ! 

Or  in  a  ballad  bid— the  battles  live. 

And  banquetings  that  the  Pictouians  give  ; 

How  Antiburghers  and  the  Kirkmen  keen, 

Of  smashing  down  with  fencing  poles  have  beeo  ! 

A  myth  at  first  bnt  fann'd  into  a  feud, 

At  ev'ry  hustings  were  the  wars  renew'd. 

The  pupils  of  the  Academy  might  spare 

At  least,  one  idyl  on  the  conflicts  there  : 

Or  farther  on  along  the  east^-en  shores. 

Where  stones  and  brickbats  supercede  claymores. 

Yet  have  no  legends  been  allow'd  to  tell, 

Who  bravely  fought,  or  fighting  bravely  fell ! 

Some  light  on  such  a  meritorious  art. 

The  scholars  of  St.  Xaviers  could  impart. 

So  too  Dalhousip,  might  obtain  renown, 

By     Gazetting  "  an  epic  of  her  own. 

A  classic  poem,  noble,  full,  and  fine  ! 

Original  at  least  in  the  design  ! 

No  language,  set  in  double  files  to  stand. 

Like  lines  of  soldiers  waiting  for  command  ; 

Where  epithets  are  dovetail'd  in  to  fill, 

What  may  be  wanting  in  the  artistes  skill. 

Or  give  a  more  imposing  attitude. 

To  what,  were  else  unfinished  like,  or  crude. 

No  imitations — florid  folly — none 

But,  genuine  in  substance,  style,  and  tone, 
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And  O !  delightful  Albyn's  task  would  be, 
To  praise  (if  meet)  the  Muses'  protege. 

Unnumber'd  incidents  make  known,  how  bold. 
The  men  of  Nova  Scotia  were  in  old, 
But  ah  ]  but  ah  !  tho'  fondly  then  revered, 
In  converse  now,  their  names  are  never  heard. 
And  aught  that  is  not  pompous,  or  polite. 
Has  been  forever  banish'd  out  of  sight. 

Lo  !  ev'n  in  Quakertown  the  fiendish  raid, 
Is  quite  forgotten  that  the  Micraac's  made. 
And  all  the  legends  which  it  once  could  boast 
Have,  with  itself  in  Dartmouth,  long  been  lost ! 
Nor  is  there  any  vestige  left,  that  says. 
Where  stood  the  Blockhouse,  in  the  former  days? 
Nor  is  there  any  relics  to  engage. 
The  Antiquarians  of  the  present  age. 
But  shoddy^ s  there  in  greatness  overgrown, 
By  villas  vast  their  origin  is  known. 
They  in  fantastic  structures  seek  to  hide,  ' 
How  near  allied  is  poverty  to  pride. 
And  what  is  not,  with  novelty  combined. 
Can  no  admission  to  their  presence  find  ! 
And  where  respect  or  venerations'  paid, 
They  outward  symbols  purposely  evade. 

With  this  digression,  we  are  apt  to  make, 
Digressions  simply  for  the  readers  sake. 
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Occasionally  ;  but  not  always  so  r 
Illustrating  the  subject  as  we  go. 
They  keep  us  from  confusion  in  the  text. 
That  might  require  appendixes  annexed  ; 
Whilst  something  more  inviting  could  employ. 
The  listlessness  and  leisure  we  enjoy. 

With  this  deliverance,  we  begin  anew. 
What  still  is  more  immediately  in  view: 
Are  we  not  startled  as  the  chisel  shows, 
What  none  except  the  blushing  marble  knows. 
As  herioglyphs  attest  the  saintliness, 
A  Huckster  or  a  Hodman  did  possess  ; 
Or  of  scapegraces  that  have  ceased  to  live. 
What  pleasing  pictures  hexemetors  give  ; 
Or  sculptured  urns  on  polished  shafts  portray 
Where  dust  degraded  has  been  stow'd  away  ; 
Even  broken  columns  may  be  set  to  show 
How  much  regretted  is  the  knave  below, 
Nor  less  a  pyramid  create  surprise. 
By  telling  where  an  old  curmudgeon  lies  ! 
A  fashionable  but  infectious  way 
Accounted  pious  in  the  present  day. 
If,  of  an  ancient  or  a  modern  date, 
We  leave  for  others  to  discriminate, 
And  in  our  couplet's,  as  we  creep  along, 
Enshrine  one  sister,  and  one  son  of  song; 
Nameing,  but  not  without  emotion,  name 
"  Herbert,^'  the  seraph  in  a  human  frame, 
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Some  sacred  feelings  seems  upon  us  thrust, 

When  coming  near  the  place  where  lies  her  dust ! 

If  aught  on  earth  can  holiness  unfold, 

It  is  where  Sarah  mingles  with  the  mould. 

The  joy  of  grief  were  ours,  could  there  be  joy, 

Where  the  destroyer  has  been  to  destroy. 

Yet  so  it  is,  the  christian  comprehends 

Hope — pointing  Heavenwards,  tears  with  triumph  blends  ; 

The  joy  of  grief  is  ours,  the  awe  profound, 

To  meditate  beside  her  hallow'd  mound. 

Upon  the  disregard,  the  disrespect. 

Death  has  for  either  youth,  or  age,  or  sect. 

The  usefulness  or  the  attainments  made, 

There  his  unwelcome  symbols  are  displayed. 

And  in  such  numbers  as  her  own  to  breathe 

The  eulogy  of  her  that  sleeps  beneath. 

Upon  her  pages,  pleasing  and  polite, 
Such  marvels  as  the  multitudes  delight. 
Or  tend  to  startle,  are  forbidden  room. 
But  there  in  loveliness  the  lillies  bloom, 
And  there  the  dew  distilled  from  Heav'n  comes  down  ! 
The  sacred  favour  flowers  and  foliage  own. 
Whilst  she, — ah  !  yes,  the  Mayflower's  grow  and  fade 
Upon  the  grave  where  Sarah  Herbert's  laid. 
Forget-me-not's  and  Morning  Glory's  shed 
Their  sweet  perfumes  around  her  narrow  bed  ; 
And  now  and  then  a  transient  tear  may  fall 
On  the  "  Eolian  Harper" — that  is  all ! — 
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Ah  gifted  one,  no  omen  else  we  need 

Than  what  is  yours  to  shadow  Albyns'  need. 

Nor  has  McPherson,  (is  it  not  a  crime) 
Had  more  indulgence  shown  to  him,  as  time 
Already  tells  how  little  the  regard 
That  is  opportion'd  to  "  Acadia's  Bard." 
The  boon  he  had  so  fervently  desired, 
A  boon,  the  labour  of  his  life  inspired  : 
The  sleeping,  waking,  soul  entrancing  dream 
Of  meriting  his  countrymen's  esteem. 
Alas,  for  him,  that  in  his  native  land. 
Such  genius  could  no  countenance  command. 
In  his  effusions  is  a  pathos  felt, 
A  Hermit's  heart  to  sympathy  would  melt, 
And  ev'ry  couplet  coming  from  his  pen 
Thrill'd  like  soft  music  from  a  far  off  glen. 
But,  he  was  poor,  unfortunate,  and  gloom 
Gave  him  a  passport  to  an  early  tomb. 
The  learn'd  look'd  on  but  did  not  care  to  own 
The  Brookfield  Poet  merited  renown. 
Nor  came  the  proud,  or  pleasure  seeking  nigh 
The  settled  sorrow  that  eclips'd  his  eye. 
But  left,  in  christian  charity,  they  left 
The  dying  one  of  earthly  aid  bereft, 
Aud  his  requium,  sad,  but  silver  lined, 
Was  to  the  wail  of  his  "  Irene"  confined. 
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O,  blessed  land  !  if  selfishness  is  bliss, 
What  clime  on  earth  can  be  compared  to  this ; 
Where  the  amenities  the  living  crave, 
Can  only  reach  the  precincts  of  the  grave. 
There  admiration  takes  its  final  flight 
And  kindred  ties  no  longer  lend  delight. 

In  this  preamble  (criticism  now 
Is  gone  abroad  ;  no  matter  what,  or  how, 
An  author  writes,  we  always  do  prefer 
Verse  for  our  purpose,  there  perhaps  we  err ; 
But  is  for  us  a  most  convenient  way, 
In  the  construction  of  a  poem  or  play, 
And  in  a  preface,  where  a  surplusage 
There  is  to  crowd,  or  cancel  in  a  page) 
In  this  preamble,  ev'n  if  it  were  prose. 
The  evidence  of  negligence  o'erflows. 
Advising  how  indiff'rence  takes  the  place 
Of  fond  affection  in  the  human  race  ; 
How  very  fanciful  the  ties  between 
Remaining  and  departed  friends  have  been. 

Such  contemplations,  simple  as  they  seem, 
Serve  to  demolish  Albyns'  cherish'd  dream  ; 
And  by  these  presents,  wanting  in  the  date, 
To  all  intents  we  now  repudiate. 
If  such  a  destiny  admits  a  doubt. 
Should  be  at  last  to  Albyn  meted  out. 
And  on  this  preface  enter  our  protest 


48 


Against  a  doom  we  can  so  ill  digest. 
The  Poet's  prestige  by  the  muse  has  been 
Placed  on  the  record,  tho'  it  is  but  mean  ! 
We  claim  exemption  from  the  common  lot, 
To  die,  and  then  be  utterly  forgot. 
Prophetic  whispers,  Albyn  often  hears 
From  time  to  time,  that  in  a  lapse  of  years 
(And  fondly  to  the  fantasy  we  cleave) 
Some  kindred  spirit  will  his  name  retrieve 
From  that  inextricable,  awful  doom, 
Lost  in  the  lab'rinth  of  perpetual  gloom. 

The  gods  help  them  who  help  themselves,  'tis  said, 
The  observation  frequently  is  made, 
And  whether  born  of  savage  or  of  sage, 
Not  unbecoming;  in  a  christian  aoje. 
We  prize  the  heathen  axiom,  but  decline 
Auxiliar  aid  to  share  in  our  design. 
A  vet'ran  in  the  literary  field. 
The  pen  at  once  our  battle  brand  and  shield  ; 
No  ally  ours  to  mingle  in  the  strife 
Or  share  the  perils  of  a  poet's  life. 
Except  the  muse,  with  feelings  more  than  pride. 
We  own  her  presence  ever  at  our  side  ! 
The  boon,  already  certain,  we  shall  have 
In  Nova  Scotia,  a  forgotten  grave. 

In  place  of  long  whereases,  we  premised 
Our  end  and  aim  in  profiles  improvised ; 
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By  them  advised  how  various  and  how  vast, 
The  desolation  made  where  death  has  pass'd. 
We  look  for  relics  but  can  nothing  see, 
Is  from  oblivion  rescued — or  will  be. 
Nor  in  the  compass  of  this  hemisphere 
Are  any  omens  that  a  change  is  near ; 
And  satisfied  what  has  been  heretofore, 
Will  in  the  future  be  repeated  o'er  : 
Therefore  Resolved^  for  reasons  erst  assigned, 
In  them,  and  more  not  difficult  to  find. 
That  under  cover  of  our  nom  de  plume^ 
Executorship  forthwith  we  assume, 
And  in  the  plenitude  that  we  possess. 
Our  memory  commit  unto  the  "  Press." 
Determining,  tho'  vain  it  may  appear. 
Hereafter  something  shall  our  shadow  bear ; 
Perhaps  by  early  prejudices  sway'd. 
Have  it  in  shape  and  volume  fashion  made. 
And  shall,  if  possible,  we  can  contrive. 
To  have  it  finished  while  we  are  alive ; 
Lest  there  be  no  interpreter  who  knows 
The  caligraph  when  we  are  in  repose. 

We  finish  heie,  no  doubt  the  readers'  glad 
Well,  so  are  we,  and  only  have  to  add : 
Enough  if  it  be  written  right ;  if  wrong, 
Then  for  a  preface,  it  is  far  too  long. 
We  leave  for  those  with  overcurious  eyes 
Either  to  carp  at  or  to  criticize ; 
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And  calmly  in  our  hermitage  await 

The  public  verdict  to  decide  our  fate. 

Some  savage  appetites  the  thing  may  whet, 

Whilst  others  grind  their  teeth  or  have  ihem  set 

On  edge,  as  will  the  sharp'uing  of  a  saw, 

Or  a  sour  apple,  that  the  tears  can  draw 

Out  of  their  eyes  ;  and,  others  in  our  verse, 

See,  or  imagine  what  will  make  them  fierce, 

And  operate  upon  a  brainless  skull 

As  rags  of  crimson  on  a  crossgrain'd  bull. 

Or  in  a  hurricane  of  hateful  words. 

Sent  to  perdition  by  creation's  lords ; 

Even  in  the  pulpit  for  our  special  use* 

A  legend  of  the  Lamech  kind  produce. 

Which  coming  like  a  show'r  of  molten  lead. 

Was  piously  aim'd  at  the  poets  head. 

Quite  the  reverse  of  ointment,  the  effect 

Seem'd  not  what  then  the  preacher  did  expect, 

So  overdone  and  noxious  too  the  dose, 

The  audience  saw  extending  from  our  nose, 

Or  might  have  seen  by  fancy's  aid  a  pair 

Of  thumbs  and  fingers  for  a  purpose  there. 

No  scholar,  yet  we  hold  a  place  among 
Those,  who  are  now,  or  have  been,  sous  of  song ! 
With  Burns  and  Campbell,  Cunningham  and  Scott, 
And  Hogg,  the  index  t'were  a  task  to  quote  ; 
A  quire  of  foolscap  might  be  found  too  small 
To  write  their  names  on  if  we  wrote  them  all. 
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But  Ferguson  and  Ramsay  would  be  missed, 

So  would  McNiel  if  wanting  in  the  list. 

And  Leyden  !  O,  to  stray  by  Teviot  side, 

Another  day  with  Leyden  as  our  guide. 

Or  from  the  cairn  of  Ruberslaw  look  o'er 

The  sweet  sad    Scenes  of  Infancy"  once  more 

Albeit  a  stranger  to  the  classic  skill, 

That  erudition  lends  the  gifted  ; — still 

Originalty  it  must  be  own'd — 

Is  in  the  structure  of  our  Idyl  found. 

Led  by  the  muse  when  in  our  boyish  days. 

Where  Oxnam  Water  past  the  Cragtower  plays, 

(Oxnam,  that  gives  a  tributary  meed 

To  Teviot  ere  it  mingle  with  the  Tweed,) 

Among  the  hawthorn  bushes  in  the  spring 

What  time  the  Linnets'  build  their  nests  and  sing. 

And  the  aroma  from  the  blossoms  shed 

The  fancies  of  the  young  neophite  fed. 

Nor  time,  nor  distance,  nor  corroding  care. 

Can  blight  illusions — had  their  birthplace  there  ; 

Undimm'd  the  picture  has  thro'  life's  campaign 

Been  like  a  charm,  and  makes  us  young  again. 

She  bade  the  fond  enthusiast  aspire. 

To  breathe  a  requiem  on  the  Border  lyre  ; 

But,  as  the  sun  a  parting  glance  bestows 

Upon  the  landscape  as  it  downward  goes. 

Thro'  rifted  clouds,  even  so  we  do  allow, 

Is  the  enjoyment  of  her  presence  now. 
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Some  transient  visits  that  can  ill  atone 
For  our  bewilderment  when  left  alone. 

Descended  from  an  ancestry,  whose  crimes 
Were  prayer  and  praise  in  persecuting  times, 
Hunted  among  the  hills  like  birds  of  prey 
For  worshipping  their  Maker  his  own  way  ; 
Hid  in  the  erlens  where  ferns  profusely  grew 
They  shimn'd  the  murderers  that  did  ihem  pursue. 
Or,  in  the  caves  with  brambles  curtainM  o'er 
Escape  the  frenzy  of  perverted  power. 
(Power,  not  by  right  divine  to  King  or  Queen, 
But  delegated  and  has  ever  been  — 
As  impotent  the  conscience  to  enslave 
As  Canute's  chair  to  stay  the  coming  wave,) 
Driven  out  from  all  the  sanctities  of  home 
In  foreign  lauds  and  fev'rish  climes  to  roam, 
A  price  set  on  their  heads,  if  they  should  e'er 
Again  within  their  native  vales  appear — 
For  living  faith  more  than  for  learning  they 
Are  famous  in  the  annals  of  their  day  ! 
On  us  their  mantle  fell  not,  but  will  own 
Our  true  position,  long  did  fortune  frown 
Upon  the  embryo  Poet,  oft  a  sigh, 
Deep  drawn  was  ours,  altho'  then  unknown  why  ; 
A  longing  after  something  always  came 
In  solitude  for  which  we  had  no  name. 
One  of  those  nurselings  Nature,  more  than  men 
Inoculates  with  knowledge,  now  and  then. 
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Not  unfamiliar  with  the  tenfold  ills 
The  history  of  a  Scottish  peasant  fills, 
Such  wounded  feelings  as  privation  gives 
All,  after  earthly  happiness  outlives, 
And  the  immediate  or  remoter  heirs 
Finds  it  the  only  legacy  is  theirs  ! 
Nor  can  it  even  truthfully  be  said. 
There  was  exception  in  our  favour  made, 
Gratis  the  rocks,  and  hills,  and  streams  bestow'd, 
The  rudiments  that  in  our  bosom  glow'd. 
There  is  or  was  a  bank  uprising  high, 
Which  the  vex'd  waters  hastened  to  get  by. 
(The  oxnam  waters,  a  bold  border  stream 
In  infancy  the  nurse  of  Albyn's  dream  ; 
And  all  of  it  is  fresh  in  mem'ry  still 
From  Dogsheugh  crags  away  down  past  the  Mill,) 
Always  complaining  as  they  come  and  go 
About  their  movements  being  made  too  slow, 
What  time  the  shadows  at  the  close  of  day 
In  summer  linger'd  there  retired  we  lay, 
And  woke  the  slumb'ring  echoes  that  recline, 
Among  the  boscage  in  the  rough  ravine, 
Or,  underneath  the  one  arch-bridge  would  stand 
To  hear  repeated  what  we  might  demand. 
And  learn'd  of  them  the  casura  to  place 
That  gives  the  couplets  a  becoming  grace  ; 
And  drank  in  pathos  from  the  lonely  graves. 
Of  Martyrs  where  the  weeping  willow  waves. 
In  silence,  in  the  melancholy  sound — 
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Of  Woodlands  and  of  waterfalls,  have  found 
Strange  elocution,  and  the  thrush  had  part 
In  our  seclusion  to  the  tuneful  art, 
j  Whilst  there  was  something  in  the  very  air 

Of  ruiu'd  camps  and  castles  everywhere  ! 
Unconsciously  within  our  bosom  grew 
To  patriotism  long  before  we  knew  : 
And  the  deep  blushes  on  a  maidens'  face 
Enrich'd  us  with  some  particles  of  grace, 
And  gave  an  outside  polish,  if  not  more. 
Unto  the  rustic,  dream'd  not  of  before. 
Such  the  foundation  literally  laid 
For  any  after  progress  to  be  made  ; 
And  tho'  unwillingly  we  must  confess 
Completes  the  education  we  possess. 
Except  it  be  that  on  occasions  rare 
We  some  remains  of  superstition  share 

One  consolation  still  we  claim  as  ours, 
Tho'  acrid  ichor  on  the  preface  pours, 
Half  of  it  will  be  Hebrew  unto  them. 
That  always  are  the  readiest  to  condemn. 
There^s  some  besides  who  great  indulgence  take 
In  sulkiness,  just  for  the  author's  sake  ; 
And  casts  on  him  a  scowling  eye  forsooth  ! 
For  having  dared  to  write  the  naked  truth. 
Such  subterfuges,  thinnest  of  the  thin, 
With  us  can  get  no  deeper  than  the  skin, 
j  Fierce  ebullitions,  if  they  really  tend 
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To  please  the  dupes,  need  no  one  else  offend  ! 

So  waving  such  apoligies  as  may, 

Tho'  counterfeit,  pass  current  in  our  day, 

For  ablierations  that  by  chance  escape, 

Our  observation  in  a  fractured  shape. 

It  matters  nothing  how  an  error  came 

As  right  or  wrong  the  printer  gets  the  blame. 

We  hold  correction  conferences  where, 

No  guest  unbidden  is  allow'd  to  share. 

Unvarying,  if  unequal,  in  the  aim 

Our  hand  is  kiss'd  to  the  parnassian  dame. 

Untamed  she  found  us,  and  untamed  remain. 

But,  are  content — no  despicable  gain 

Anticipating  as  we  do  a  smile. 

When  told  how  vipers  nibble  at  our  file  ! 

Nor  seem  to  know,  ere  blood  comes  trickling  down, 

Such  things  have  teeth  cuts  keener  than  their  own. 
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JOHN  WALKER'S  COURTSHIP. 


A  LEGEND  OF  LAUDERDALE. 

BY  ALBYN. 

ANGUID  and  loit'ring  in  the  shticle, 

By  leafy  pines  and  maples  made, 
We  pause,  to  ponder  o'er 
What  visible  can  yet  be  seen 
Left  looming  up,  of  all  between 
Us  and  the  heretofore. 

Associate  of  the  Poets  pen — 
Erato,  come  and  aid  us,  when 

We  lift  oblivions  veil, 
And  in  imagination  gaze 
Upon  the  scenes  of  youthful  days. 

In  lovely  Lauderdale. 

Familiar  once, — familiar  now, 

Down  ' '  Leader  "  vale  the  waters  flow. 

Oft  curbed  in  their  speed. 
In  infancy,  'tho'  rather  rude  ; 
Yet  by  and  bye  more  like  a  prude 

Commingle  with  the  Tweed. 

Much  that  was  pleasing  in  the  past 
Is  now  from  mem'ry  fading  fast, 

Or  only  dimly  seen. 
But  still  there  live  some  anecdotes 
That  lead,  like  memorandum  notes, 

To  what  has  erewhile  been. 
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We  look  around,  and  feel  it  strange 
That  nothing  there  appears  to  change  : 

None  need  to  question  how  ! 
More  strange  that  "  Boon"  which  once  possessed 
A  charm  more  potent  than  the  rest, 

Has  no  attraction  now. 

Ladies — this  vagary  in  verse 

For  3^our  amusement  we  rehearse — 

'Twas  penciird  for  our  own. 
And  tho'  Creations'  Lords  pooh,  pooh. 
At  least  some  countenance  by  you 

To  poetry  is  shown. 

Something  exciting,  gentlemen 
Do  crave  for  relaxation,  when 

From  business  they  unbend. 
Thence  is  it  that  the  Theatre  they 
Prefer,  unto  the  sweetest  lay 

That  ever  Poet  penn'd. 

Their  appetites  and  their  ideas, 
Seem  of  a  coarser  caste  than  these 

In  figures  feminine ; 
And  in  the  structure  of  the  mind. 
Are  constituted  of  a  kind 

More  Doric  in  design. 

The  rustic  couplets  we  create, 
Tho'  never  in  a  faultless  state  ; 

Yet  as  they  limp  along 
From  pride  and  affectation  free, 
The  softer  sex  can  in  them  see 

The  sj^mmetry  of  song. 
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When  merchant  princes'  tongues  are  mute, 
And  millionaires  now  in  repute 

Do  no  remembrance  share, 
What  they  have  deem'd  as  valueless, 
In  eyes  like  Sedgwick's  may  possess 

The  charm  of  relics  rare. 

They  err  w^ho  deem  we're  callous  grown, 
Whether  a  favour  or  a  frown, 

Our  pencillings  repay. 
Admitting  we're  to  censure  prone. 
There's  not  a  friendly  look  or  tone 

On  us  been  flung  away. 

O  sweet  the  words  of  praise  approves, 
What  "  Albyn  "  sings,  from  lips  he  loves  ! 

From  Isabella,  yours. 
Sweeter  than  odours  that  distil 
From  the  Mayflowers  on  Manorhill, 

In  summers  sunny  hours. 

That  ostracism  is  the  fate 
Our  idyl's  advent  ma}^  await — 

Already  we  surmise. 
But  with  the  bijouterie  will  share 
A  place  in  the  Boudoir,  and  there 

Be  scanned  with  eager  eyes. 

Lord  (not  Ben)  Russell  said  one  time 
That  things  (no  doubt  including  rhyme) 

Tho'  made  a  little  rough, 
That  is, — not  in  the  finest  style. 
Yet  for  the  Colonists  a  while, 

They  might  do  well  enough. 
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Not  so,  thinks  Bluenose  ;  ev'ry  man 
Of  them  will  have  the  best  he  can, 

The  nicest  of  the  nice  ; 
Even  should  it  be  the  merest  whim, 
Is  of  no  consequence  to  him, 

Nor  what  ma}^  be  the  price  ! 

Awa}^  from  such  we  look  around. 
Where  other  foibles  are  found 

Can  lend  a  pleasing  thrill ; 
Where,  rid  of  grandeur  and  of  gloom 
The  Muses  protoge  has  room 

To  revel  at  his  will. 

Lord  Russell's  dictum  as  a  whole 
Ma}^  not  this  pen  of  ours  control, 

Nor  curb  our  crude  designs. 
We  smile  o'er  some  deformity 
The  critics  in  our  couplets  spy  ; 

Nor  blush  at  limping  lines. 

Perhaps  some  idle  afternoon, 
For  recreation  we  may  prune 

Exuberant  odds  and  ends  ; 
And  syllables  that's  harsh,  replace 
With  those  of  a  becoming  grace. 

No  connoisseur  offends. 

Now,  gentle  dames — not  gentlemen — 
Indulge  the  Amateur  till  when 

In  some  auspicious  hour, 
A  Poem  perfectly  unique. 
He  may  from  the  Pierian  peak 

Of  mount  parnassus  pour. 
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Wba'te^er  of  earthly  bliss  \ms  been 
Apportion'd  to  our  lot,  between 

The  cradle  and  the  grave. 
Not  ought  beside  the  genial  glow, 
That  only  numbers  can  bestow, 

It  has  been  ours  to  crave. 

The  melancholy  mounds  that  tell 
Where  erst  the  warriors  fought  and  fell 

In  border  feud  and  fray, 
8tirr'd  up  emotions  of  a  kind, 
Shook  the  foundations  of  our  mind, 

And  haunt  us  night  and  dsij. 

To  hide  the  horrors  of  the  past 
There  Nature  has  a  cov'ring  cast 

In  drapery  of  green  ; 
Tho'  frowning  on  the  precipice. 
The  feudal  tower,  and  fortalice 

As  souvenirs  are  seen. 

Of  such  traditionary  lore, 
Our  lexican  in  heretofore 

By  Scotia's  classic  streams, 
In  all  the  rustic  raciness 
And  fascinations  they  possess, 

Are  Albjm's  air}^  dreams. 

Among  the  comforts  and  the  cares 
That  come  uncall'd,  oft  unawares. 

With  or  without  an  aim, 
Much  of  the  ' '  days  of  other  years  " 
To  us  famiharly  appears 

And  our  attention  claim. 
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They  are  not  all  illusions  these 
At  musing  hours  that  Albyn  sees. 

Into  his  presence  come. 
Nor  are  the  visitations  rare 
Of  such  as  Time  consents  to  spare. 
Nor  are  they  always  dumb. 

How  fondl}^  still  on  fancy  borne 
The  milkmaids  song  at  early  morn. 

By  lovers  deem'd  divine, 
We  seem  to  hear,  even  the  refrain 
Repeated  o'er  and  o'er  again, 

So  dear  in  lang,  langsyne  I 

Nor  time,  nor  distance  have  destroyed 
Rememberance  of  what  we  enjoy'd 

At  the  sunsetting  hour  ; 
As  list'ning  to  the  music,  when 
The  chorister  in  Cleughside  glen 

Their  ev'ning  anthem  pour. 

Unchanged,  unchangable  to  me, 
As  erst  my  native  vale  I  see, 

And  feel  my  bosom  thrill. 
A  schoolboy  at  the  school,  and  3'et 
Where  Mar}^  Crozier  used  to  sit, 

She  is  there  sitting  still. 

A^'e,  it  is  her,  the  glossy  hair, 

Brown  eyes  and  rosey  cheeks  are  there 

In  all  their  girlish  glow  ; 
How  strange  it  is  that  she  alone, 
When  all  our  other  chums  are  gone, 

In  mem'ry  lingers  now. 
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She  seems  to  have  such  startled  look,  • 
Sideways  from  off  her  cop}^  book 

That  is  before  her  laid  ; 
As  when  one  da}'  she  with  a  twitch 
'Snatched  from  the  teachers  hand  a  switch^ 

For  punishment  display 'd. 

Ah  !  days  of  3'outhl  can  we  forget 
That  witching  hour  when  first  we  met 

Her,  in  the  primrose  glen. 
Nor  is  it  all  a  boj'ish  dream, 
For  beautiful  in  the  extreme 

Was  Mary  Crozier  then. 

But  now  her  grave  is  only  there, 
The  sole  memorial  that  we  share 

Of  what  she  erst  has  been  ; 
Of  every  female  grace  possess'd, 
Ere  death,  life's  current  did  arrest, 

Whilst  in  her  earliest  teen. 

A  pardonable  wealtness  known 
As  the  home  fever,  we  must  own, 

Comes  in  some  quiet  hour  : 
And  episodes  once  fondly  nursed, 
Like  floods  oblivion  currents  burst 

O'er  raem'ry  whelming  pour. 

Such  frenzy  as  the  farmers  eye. 

Shows  when  the  rain-cloud's  coming  nigh 

In  summer  drought  are  seen. 
Even  so  on  fragments  of  the  past, 
Altho'  with  shadows  overcast, 

We  prodigal  have  been. 
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There  is  no  foraye  known  araong% 
The  Border  fells  inviting  song, 

Where  battlebrands  were  cross'd  ; 
And  who  the  vict'rj  did  achieve, 
But  what  we  could  from  time  retrieve 

Were  the  traditions  lost. 

Besides  some  features  in  the  life 
Of  such  as  led  on  to  the  strife, 

A  nd  did  some  valiant  deed  ; 
Noble's  the  word  we  almost  wrote, 
And  tho'  befitting  for  a  Scot, 

Wrong  with  a  Kerr  to  read. 

Beshrew  m^-  heart  if  they  forget 
What  ruthlessnes  our  father's  met, 

When  right  was  lost  in  might. 
Tho'  seven  decades  have  pass'd  since  then, 
We  could,  with  three  strokes  of  our  pen, 

The  compliment  requite. 

Just  retribution  is  our  creed. 
But  "will  not,"  ever  in  its  stead, 

Revengefulness  pursue. 
And  tho'  unto  the     manor  born," 
All  traits  of  vassalage  we  scorn, 

Marquises  deem  their  due. 

Avails  it  aught  !  the  feudal  hand 
Press'd  heavily  ;  we  love  the  land, 

Albeit,  the  Baron's  will, 
Tho'  limited  by  church  and  state 
In  fixing  a  Retainers  fate. 

Is  dominant  there  still. 
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From  haughty  airs  and  with'ring  words 
That  with  a  title  ill  accords, 

We  turn  away  to  gaze 
With  mingled  feelings  on  the  spot 
That  never  can  be  all  forgot, 

The  Home  of  3'Outhful  days. 

What  tho'  unerring  in  their  aim. 
The  shafts  of  death  do  there  proclaim 

The  desolation  made  ; 
Yet  far  beyond  the  artists'  skill, 
The  dear  familiar  faces  still. 

On  memory,  are  portray'd. 

Part  of  the  household  sleeping  sound, 
Within  the  family  burial  ground 

Are  gather'd  side  by  side ; 
Part  went  to  Canada  to  die, 
Part  in  Vandieman's  Land  to  lie. 

But  none  there  now  abide. 

Oxnam,  the  least  of  border  streams. 
But  was  the  nurse  of  Albyn's  dreams 

And  gave  his  temper  tone. 
Is  beautiful,  tho'  not  less  wild, 
Than  a  fond  mother's  fretful  child, 

To  pouting  always  prone. 

Uncursed  by  engineering  skill. 
It  shows  some  wa3^wardness,  until 

The  bridge  annoys  it ;  then 
Without  a  moment  of  repose. 
Torn  by  the  splinter'd  rocks,  it  flows 

Indignant  down  the  glen. 
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0,  deem  not  strange  a  son  of  song 
Finds  joy  in  lingering  so  long, 

O'er  the  soul-stirring  scene, 
That  in  "  Lang  Syne"  and  far  away 
Thro'  ev'ry  hour  of  ev'r^^  da}", 

The  world  to  him  has  been. 

O  !  lovely  landscape,  what  delight 
Associates  with  the  Henwood  height. 

The  Cragtower  and  Cleughside, 
And  Doveshaugh  copse, — 'tis  there,  'tis  there, 
If  ever  on  this  earth  it  were. 

Now  happiness  must  hide. 

Some  incidents,  more  than  the  rest. 
That  nameless  sanctities  invest 

To  gladden  or  to  grieve  ; 
We  from  oblivions  giant  pow'r. 
For,  pastime,  in  a  plaj'ful  hour 

Are  tempted  to  retrieve, 

Stories  from  lips  that  long  ago 

In  death  are  sealed,  did  tell  of  woe 

Or  peals  of  laughter  'wake  ; 
Just  as  the}"  were,  the  where,  the  when, 
To  us,  in  broad  naivele,  then 

Are  told  without  mistake. 

Some  morceaus  of  a  modest  kind 
The  Antiquarians  hence  will  find, 

Inwoven  with  our  rh3"mes  ; 
Of  such  a  courtship  that  we  know, 
To  misses  in  their  teens  will  show 

Transition  in  the  times. 
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Aid  me,  O  muse  !  the  muse  that  breathes 
111  whispers,— words  that  Albyn  wreathes 

In  fascinating  lays. 
And  with  such  coinage  what  he  owes 
(Distinguishing  his  friends  from  foes) 

His  obligations  pays. 

Perhaps  "  a  dream"  becomes  the  boon. 
Or  in  the  shape  of  a  lampoon 

The  cheque  in  verse  is  made 
In  liquidation  of  our  debt ; 
One  ' '  trio "  will  not  soon  forget 

The  "  Retribution"  paid. 

When  in  the  r£ood  a  pasquinade 
At  once  can  addle-pates  persuades 

To  silence  for  a  while  ; 
Or  if  the  knaves  should  perverse  be. 
Both  "  Honeyman "  and  "  Ben"  know, — 

Can  polish  oif  in  style. 

Nay,  more,  in  an  ill  omen'd  hour, 
The  fierce  Groilla  felt  what  pow'r 

Is  in  our  pencilling, 
Nor  could  his  legal  verbiage  save 
Him  from  the  blistering  we  gave 

The  rabid,  reckless  thing. 

Tho'  justice  is  our  standard,  still 
We  are  not  wanting  in  good  will — 

For  no  ignoble  end. 
But  as  a  looking-glass  for  those 
In  Nova  Scotia,  Belles  and  Beaux^ 

This  miniature  have  penn'd. 


12 


A  BrochiTi-e  for  the  Boudoir  meet, 
Or  lovers  in  a  tete  a  tete, 

To  trifling  talk  inclined  ; 
As  on  the  photograph  they  glance, 
Of  course  will  in  the  circumstance 

A  pleasing  prompter  find. 

Indelicacy  is  no  part 
Legitimately  of  the  art, 

To  poetr\'  pertains ; 
It  is  to  please,  instruct,  amuse, 
And  purity  of  mind  infuse, 

For  this  the  Poet  reigns. 

One  type  of  courtship  we  pourtray, 
Deem'd  fashionable  in  our  da}^ 

iSl^ow  obsolete  become ; 
l^ut  by  the  muses,  mystic  aid, 
May  in  the  present  age  be  made 

Amusing  unto  some. 

Not  as  a  classic  mode,  the  few 
Will  question  of  it  being  true, — 

The  border  plan  we  deem. 
But  when  compared  with  what  is  now 
Found  requisite,  we  must  allow 

It  merits  our  esteem. 

What  time  our  "  bo^'s"  and  "girls"  do  find, 
A  tickling  from  the  boy  that's  blind, 

Infatuated  they  ; 
So  anxious  that  the  world  should  know 
Their  "  Laison  "  like  a  public  show, — 

Are  careful  to  displa}^ 
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ExtraA^agant  in  the  extreme, 
The  traits  of  gallantry  do  seem, 

Some  beardless  3^outh  employs ; 
Whilst  the  devotion  -that  he  means, 
A  budding  beanty  in  her  teens 

Unblushingly  enjoys. 

The  frenzy,  whether  felt  or  feign'd^ 
Minutely  has  to  be  maintained 
Lest  Leila  take  the  pouts, 
And  if  by  any  chance,  the  Miss 
On  night,  be  wanting  of  her  kiss- 
None  the  denouement  doubts. 

For  what  of  love  our  legend  tells, 
We  crave  indulgence  from  the  Belles, 

The  Beaux  will  not  condemn  ; 
So  may,  in  honour  of  the  sex. 
The  memorandums  we  annex 

Prove  amulets  to  them. 

Such  is  the  Proem,  our  design 
Is  visible  in  every  line 

If  conn'd  with  common  care, — - 
And  what  is  in  the  sequel  seen 
For  ages  has  in  Scotland  been, 

Nor  yet  unfrequent  there. 

One  Summer  ev'ning  Celia  stood 
Beside  me  in  a  musing  mood, 

About  the  setting  sun  ; 
Tell  me,  she  said,  3'ou  are  aware, 
In  Scotland,  how  a  love  affair 

With  3^oung  folks  is  begun. 
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From  childhood  I  have  always  Iiad 
A  strong  propensity  to  add, 

Strange  stories  of  the  past^ 
Unto  the  Album  in  m^^  mind, 
Especial!}'  what  I  can  find 

Of  an  outlandish  caste. 

Nothing  can  lend  me  more  delight^ 
Than  list'ning  unto,  or  recite 

Bon  mots  of  antique  mould, — 
Or  any  sayings  that  are  shrewd  ; 
It  matters  not  how  quaint  or  crude,. 

Provided  they  are  oki. 

With  va&t  experience  Israel's  King 
Confess'd  love  making  was  a  thing. 

He  could  not  comprehend  ; 
There  ma}^  be  still  some  subtile  art 
To  captivate  a  maiden's  heart 

No  Poet  yet  has  penn'd  ; 

What  tho'  I  may  be  counted  greeii 
Among  the  spectres  that  are  seen 

Frequenting  Cupid's  court, 
My  choice  is  rather  to  be  spared 
The  obliquy  of  being  snared 

Or  hurt  by  him  for  sport ; 

Tho'  but  a  novice,  I  have  laughed 
To  see  an  ill-directed  shaft 

That  from  his  quiver  came. 
But  should  he  try  another  shot. 
It  may  be  just  as  like  as  not 

He'll  take  a  better  aim. 
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It  IS  not  all  an  idle  jest, 

'That  is  comprised  in  my  request: 

For  tbo'  the  Boy  be  blind, 
■^Tis  not  impossible  some  day 
The  tantalizing  t3Tant  may 

In  me  a  victim  find. 

Amidst  those  interesting  years, 
So  redolent  of  hopes  and  fears. 

With  girlhood  intervenes. 
Ah  !  who  would  grudge  in  tbeir  bebalf 
A  page  of  life  or  paragraph 

Whilst  trav'ling  thro'  their  teens. 

How  fi'uitful  then  a  friendly  hint 
Too  trivial  to  be  placed  in  print, 

To  index  on  the  mind. 
There  innocence  in  peril  may 
With  common  sense  to  lead  the  way, 

A  read}'  reck' ner  find. 

The  anecdote,  and  repartee. 
Seem  more  familiar  unto  me. 

And  are  remembered  more 
Than  lectures  or  orations  made, 
Altho'  the  audience  do  persuade 

To  a  repeating  o'er. 

When  syllables  are  smoothl}^  knit, 
And  the  enigma  blends  with  wit. 

They  long  on  mem'ry  float ; 
And  odds  and  ends,  at  leisure  hours. 
That  trickle  from  that  tongue  of  yours, 

Can  never  be  forgot. 


Here^  Celia  paused,  and  iVlbyn's  littiicl 
Was  wavedT  as  if  it  did  demand 

Attention  from  bis  guest ;. 
Or  from  oblivion  gather  in 
Eerainiscences,  to  begin 

Som«  long  forgotten  jest. 

Deem  it  not  strange,  that  quietness; 
Tlie  Hermitagje  has  in  excess, 

Was  banished  for  a  tmie. 
And  in  hi&  own  peculiar  mode 
That  always  is  a  little  odd. 

The  Poet  pour'd  out  rhyme. 

Well,  Celta,  listen,  I'll  relate 
One  instance  of  an  oldish  date, 

TJiere  how  some  youngsters  woo ; 
And  to  amuse  you  with  the  fun. 
Tell  how  the  courting  is  begun 

And  how  'tis  finished  too. 

Less  of  the  flourish,  more  of  fact^ 
Than  Nova  Scotia  Belles  exact 

From  their  obedient  Beaux. 
Few  indications  there  are  seen 
Of  how  the  inclinations  lean, 

Ere  the  proceedings  close  ; 

None  of  the  glitter  and  the  glare, 
Seen  here  to  be  the  special  care, 

Ahke  with  low  and  high. 
So,  prodigal,  it  leaves  no  room 
Between  the  Bride  and  the  Bridegroom, 

For  love  to  take  a  shy  ; 
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Wide  IS  tlie  difference  betv7eei\ 
Those  in  my  native  land,,  I  ween^ 

And  Ihese  Bluenoses  boast. 
Here,  to  exliibit  gives  delight, — 
A  flash,  then  vanish  out  of  sights 

When  the  equator's  cross'd. 

It  will  admit  of  no  dispute, 

That  Mammas  sometimes  in  a  suit, 

Do  kindly  interpose  ; 
And,  mesh'd  in  their  manoeuvres,  soon 
With  bridal  tour — and  hone^- moon, 

The  climax  has  a  close. 

None  of  that  rocket  kind  of  way, 
80  fashionable  in  our  da}^. 

And  prized  b}^  Beaux  and  Belles, 
Is  ever  to  be  seen  among 
The  simple  rustics,  that  belong 

To  Scotland's  glens  and  fells. 

The  flowers  and  figures  that  are  wove 
Into  the  m^-steries  of  Love, 

A  Poet's  stock  in  trade. 
Admiring  them  as  beautiful. 
We  leave  Idolators  to  cull 

Their  ' '  omens  and  their  aid." 

Another  pathway  ours  to  tread 
In  far  ofl"  lands,  by  mem'r}^  led 

We  reach  a  ruin,  where 
The  hero  and  the  heroine 
Gave  birth  to  this  Brochure  of  mine, 

Became  a  happy  pair. 

3 


IS 


Tliere  are  exceptions  ;  eveiyw-Iiere 
Love  can  be  secret,  it  is-  rare 

A  fondness  to  confess, 
Modes  are  exhaustless,  only  now- 
One  specimen  narrate  to  yon 

In  native  nakedness. 

John, — I  think  Walker, — was  his  name^ 
That  in  some  kind  of  Border  game, 

A  local  fame  had  won — 
'Tis  long  ago,  but  still  I  can 
Remember  him, — a  fine  young  man, — 

A  widow's  onl3^  son. 

John  had  a  modest,  quiet  way, 
In  evVj^hing  he  had  to  say, 

And  ev'r^'thing  he  did. 
E*en  when  a  favor  he  conferr'd, 
(Perhaps  in  that  he  rather  err'd,) 

He  tried  to  keep  it  hid. 

Too  3^oung  to  be  identified 

With  what  is  in  "  Gudeman"  implied. 

His  maxims  sometimes  crude  ; 
Yet  did  the  neighbors  look  on  John 
As  a  domestic  paragon 

In  moral  rectitude. 

Consistent  in  his  daily  walk, 
He  had  no  time  for  idle  talk. 

In  rural  labour  skill'd, — 
And  if  creation  had  a  charm 
More  than  his  mother,  from  his  farm, 

The  philter  was  distill'd. 
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Tho'  "always  held  in  Mgli  esteem^ 
Yet  CeKa — you  are  not  to  deem>, 

He  did  all  men  excel  •; 
But  t'is  not  neeessarj'  all 
He  was,  or  was  not,  to  recall, 

Like  those  who  stories  tell, 

John  was,  so  will  the  sequel  show, 
What  Nova  Scotians  call  a  Beau, 

To  courting  felt  inclined  ; 
-And  coming  from  the  Kirk  one  day 
chance,  fell  in  with  Jenny  Gray, 

The  daughter  of  a  Hind. 

It  was  the  same  next  Sabbath  da}'. 
What  time  the  service  ended,  they 

Met,  as  before  they  met, 
And  wending  homeward  very  slow — 
Som^  people  said  who  ought  to  know, 

They  parted  with  regret. 

Jenny,  albeit  a  rustic  maid. 

To  her  admirers  seemed  a  shade 

Above  a  peasant's  place  ; 
Her  faultless  figure  and  her  mien 
Might  have  been  copied  by  a  Queen, 

Although  of  Brunswick's  race. 

Devoted  at  an  earh-  age 

A  mother's  sufferings  to  assauge, 

Did  not  her  life  eclipse, 
Nor  did  a  father's  open  ear 
A  fretful  whisper  ever  hear 

Escaping  from  her  lips. 


recreation  sbe  could  share 
Alike  a  frolic  and  a  "  fair" 
Were  unto  her  denied  ; 
Nor  might  her  female  fi'iends  beguile 
To  leave  her  eharge  with  them  a  while,. 
Though  frequently  the}'  tried. 

With  convalescence  came  a  change, 
When  it  was  thought  no  longer  strange 

To  see  a  smiling  face  ; 
A  half  decade  of  deep  distress, 
Of  watching  and  of  weariness, 

Then  had  not  left  a  trace. 

A  cottage  near  the  public  road 

In  Leader- Vale,  was  John's  abode — 

A  beautiful  retreat ; 
There  first  the  muse  her  protege 
(A  blooming  girl  she  seemed  to  me) 

Did  in  the  gloamin  greet. 

In  situation  and  good  taste 

Its  whole  description  is  embraced, 

And  its  surroundings  showed 
How  much  the  culture  and  the  care. 
The  foliage  and  the  flow'rets  there 

Unto  the  owner  owed. 

Tourists,  and  travelers,  too,  have  been 
Enchanted  with  the  lovely  scene. 

Anil,  freed  from  toil  and  care, 
By  the  delightful  domicile 
Have  stay'd  their  steps  a  little  while, 

And  tasted  pleasure  there. 
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Among  the  hordes  that  always  swarm 
In  harvest  time  about  a  farm, 

Some  hthe,  and  laggard  some, 
Distingiiish'd  from  the  motley  squad, 
A  yery  likel}'  looking  lad 

To  Carolside  did  come. 

With  more  than  ev'n  a  reaper's  pride, 
And  mine  was  great,  oft  Carolside 

To  me  still  present  seems. 
Much  there  has  been  that  now  is  not, 
But  O,  that  dear,  delightful  spot 

Commingles  with  my  dreams. 

Just  as  the  moon  began  to  rise 
One  ev'ning,  John,  to  his  surprise, 

Saw  in  the  twilight  dim 
The  stranger's  hand  a  moment  rest 
On  Jenny  Gray  ;  the  bitterest 

Of  bitterness  to  him. 

Half  stupified.  and  startled  too, 
Lost  in  conjectures  what  to  do. 

Or  what  to  leave  alone  ; 
What  if  imaginarj^ ;  still 
It  was  an  element  of  ill 

He  had  not  counted  on. 

There  must  have  been  impressions  made 
In  the  attentions  that  were  paid, 

Design'd  or  undesign'd  ; 
And  it  was  cruel  to  suspect 
That  Jenn}^,  alwaj's  so  correct. 

To  flirting  was  inclined. 
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That  night  John  did  not  sleep  a  wink 
For  thinking,  tho'  he  could  not  think 

Of  aught  but  Jenny  Gra}-  ; 
And  tho'  more  than  is  common  shy, 
Resolved  at  last  his  luck  to  try, 

And  hear  what  she  would  say. 

A  stranger  to  deceptive  ways. 
Yet  knew  the  danger  of  delays, 

And  at  the  twilight  hour 
Dressed  up  in  go-to-meeting  trim, 
A  thing  unusual  with  him. 

Set  off  to  Whitslade  Tower 

That  ruin'd  tower,  to  me  endear'd 
By  legendary  tales,  and  weird 

With  shadows  o'er  them  cast ; 
And  cottages  that  cluster  round 
Are  still  in  niem'ry  to  be  found 

When  picturing  the  past. 

Nor  had  the  gallant  long  to  wait, 
For  as  he  reached  the  open  gate 

There,  milking-pail  in  hand, 
Stood  Jenny  ;  but  she  stood  amazed, 
And  they  at  one  another  gazed, 

No  words  at  their  command. 

"O,  darling,  is  it  you  that's  here,'^ 
John  stammered  out  at  last.    "  O,  dear 

O,  me  !  I  am  so  pleased  ; 
I  just  came  o'er  the  night  to  see 
How  it  would  be — how  it  will  be," 

And  then  her  hand  he  seized. 
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Jenny  was  silent  for  a  while, 

And  then,  between  a  frown  and  smile, 

Said  :  "  John,  what  do  you  mean 
You  act  so  very  strange  to-night, 
That  I  am  really  in  a  fright, 

Bless  me,  where  have  you  been?" 

"  O,  Jenny,  do  not  be  afraid. 

Not  in  the  least,  of  me,"  John  said  ; 

' '  I  would  not  hurt  a  hair 
Belongs  to  you, — but  speak  at  once 
And  say  if  I  have  any  chance 

A  thought  of  yours  to  share. 

"  You  are  indeed  so  very  good, 
You  will  not,  cannot  think  me  rude, 

Tho'  we  are  here  alone  ; 
And  if  you  do  my  boldness  blame, 
I  must,  I  shall  put  in  a  claim 

To  have  you  for  m}^  own." 

Jenny  was  startled — who  would  not 
At  such  a  time,  in  such  a  spot, 

If  not  quite  dark,  yet  dim  ; 
And  tho'  she  might  his  errand  guess, 
Yet  her  surprise  was  none  the  less 

At  meeting  there  with  him. 

If  it  had  been  the  neighbor  lad. 
Or  even  the  miller's  man,  that  had 

Then  coming  thro'  the  yard. 
But  very  little,  tho'  alone, 
Friendly,  not  free  with  every  one, 

The  lassie  would  have  cared. 
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Ah,  CeKa  !  deem  not  stmnge  that  wheo 
John  Walker  stood  before  her  then^ 

If  mingled  with  her  smile 
A  nameless  hope,  a  nameless  fear, 
And  even  unconscious! 3^  a  tear^ 

Confused  her  for  a  while. 

She  was  a  woman,  Celia  I  nay, 
But  lips  that  curl  as  j^ours  do,  may 

O'er  prudence  yet  prevail ; 
And  you  !  yes,  you,  we  can  suppose. 
Might  be  accounted  odd  by  those 

That  live  in  Lauderdale. 

Mind,  she  was  young,  and  primitive 
In  manners,  more  than  them  that  live 

In  towns  and  cities  are. 
And  quite  excusable  the  way 
She  did  such  aw^kwardness  displa}^ 

When  met  with  unaware. 

In  modern  da3\s,  perhaps,  she  might 
Be  held  by  Halifax  elite 

As  vulgar  in  her  way  ; 
But  not  a  lad  in  Leader  side 
That  would  a  richly  dower'd  bride 

Prefer  to  Jenn^^  Graj'. 

There  came  suspense — a  painful  thrill — - 
Pulsation  in  the  heart  stood  still 

To  hear  the  response  come  ; 
And  all  above,  around,  beneath, 
Were  as  the  denizens  of  death. 

Without  exception,  dumb. 
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it  was  deep  silence  ;  nothing  stirred  ; 
Mute,  all  was  mute,  and  not  a  word 

x\llowed  to  break  the  spell, 
Until  a  bowing  of  the  head. 
Auspiciously  interpreted. 

Told  what  there  was  to  tell. 

The  chosen  one  was  fii-st  her  fate 
To  own,  and  to  reciprocate. 

Consideration  won ; 
Nor  kept  aloof  to  ken  how  far 
It  might  be  hers  to  make  or  mar 

The  blessedness  begun. 

Well,  John,"  she  said,  ^'  I  am  so  glad 
That  such  a  sober,  decent  lad 

As  3'ou  are  known  to  be, 
Nor  deem  it  meet  to  question  why 
You  pass  so  many  beauties  by, 

And  come  here  courting  me. 

What  will  the  shepherd  of  Clackmae, 
Ah,  yes,  and  Boyd  of  Blainslie  sa}^, 

Or  him  of  Coomslj^hill  ? 
Tho'  not  sweethearts  of  mine,  3'et  the}' 
Do  speak  to  me  in  such  a  way 

As  lads  to  lassies  will, 

"  All,  all  the  gossips  that  we  ken, 
Not  less  the  women  than  the  men 

At  me  will  have  a  shy  ; 
My  cousin  Kate,  among  the  rest, 
Is  always  ready  with  a  jest 

To  slip  in  very  sl}^ 


' '  A  fav'rite  ev'ry where  is  Kate, 
And  even  since  an  early  date 

Like  sisters  we  have  been  ; 
But  what  I  could  not  now  rei>eat 
Without  a  blush,  yet  when  we  meet 

Will  certainl}^  be  seen. 

"  A  wierd-like hag  came  here  last  week. 
Pretending  that  she  could  not  speak, 

But,  with  a  piece  of  chalk, 
Taking  a  curious  squint  at  me, 
As  plain  as  anything  can  be, 

Wrote  on  the  table  '  W  A  L  K— ' 

"  None  of  us  then  could  comprehend 
What  these  four  letters  did  intend  ; 

But  I've  a  notion  now 
That  if  I  read  the  riddle  right. 
Whatever  brought  you  here  to-night, 

The  key  has  come  with  you. 

The  master  said  this  afternoon 
We  are  to  have  our  Km  as  soon 

As  e'er  the  reaping' s  o'er  ; 
But  if  3^ou  come,  you're  not  to  be 
One  bit  more  couthie  ways  with  me 

Than  what  3'ou  was  before. 

If  there  be  kissing:  Och  !  it  is 
No  use  in  putting  'if  to  this  ; 

No  doubt  but  there  will  be 
A  rudeness  that  creates  disgust ; 
I  onl}'  mention,  so  you  must 

Not  practice  then  on  me. 
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And  if,  ill  getting  thro'  a  dance, 
We  meet  together,  like  by  chance, 

We  may  a  smile  exchange  ; 
But  when  the  lads  and  lasses  pair 
To  go  away,  if  I'm  not  there 

Yon  need  not  think  it  strange. 

Tho'  not  as  once  it  may  have  been, 
Still  there  are  little  inklings  seen 

Of  things  mauranders  did ; 
Nor  ill  to  find  here  some  have  not 
The  Border  maxims  yet  forgot, 

And  do  what  they're  forbid. 

So,  when  you  do  come  here  to  spark, 
If  it  should  happen  to  be  dark. 

Or  at  a  lateish  hour, 
Go  round  the  Cairn  on  Whitslade  l)row 
There  is  a  gang  of  Gipsies  now 
Encamping,  in  the  Tower. 

'  *  Yestreen  one  of  them  tried  to  kill 
The  miller's  man,  of  Thiiistane  mill, 

But  Stephen  is  so  strong, 
lie  down  the  thornj^  cleugh  this  side 
Of  where  the  Boondriech  waters  glide. 

The  ruffian  hurled  headlong. 

You  know  that  is  not  for  me 
'J'o  sa}^  what  their  designs  may  be  ; 

But,  whether  right  or  wrong. 
One  rule  with  them  is  absolute, 
That  anything  they  see  will  suit 

Must  unto  them  belong." 
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But,  are  you  sure,  for  mercy's  sake> 
In  case  there  should  be  a  mistake, 

From  what  you  see  and  hear  ? 
Perhaps  it  may  be  quite  as  well 
At  the  beginning,  just  to  tell 

I've  neither  gold  nor  gear." 

Hush,  Jenny,  hush!  take  care,  take  care 
Responded  John  ;  "  it  is  not  fair 

To  prattle  about  pelf; 
Of  covetousness  I  am  free. 
Save  what  excusable  ma}'  be — 

The  co^'eting  yourself. 

"  No  sight  or  sound  on  earth  can  be 
So  laden  with  delight  to  me, 

As  when  I  hear  you  speak  ; 
The  very  air  so  sweet  and  pure. 
And  still  I  scarcely  can  endure 

It  playing  on  m}"  cheek. 

''Then,  O,  be  careful  what  30U  say,. 
My  thoughts  are  scatter'd  ev'r^^  way, 

Nor  l^reathe  of  gear  and  gold  ; 
Such  floods  of  joy  are  tembhng  thro' 
M}'  heart  in  lovingness  to  you. 

As  never  ma^^  be  told. 

''Nor  less  my  soul  impatience  shows, 
As,  startled  out  of  calm  repose, 

Tt  flutters  up  and  down — 
Now  in  my  brain,  now  in  my  breast, — 
Nor  leaves  to  me  a  moment's  rest. 

My  happiness  to  own. 
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"  And,  Jenny,  it  seems  early  yet 
To  mingle  pleasure  with  regret, 

Or  conjure  up,  to-night, 
What  may  or  may  not  be  our  share 
Of  ills., — felicities  impair. 

And  aspirations  blight. 

"'Has  it  not  been  unfortunate 
That  many  in  the  married  state 

For  lucre  barter'd  love  ; 
As  in  the  sequel  of  their  lives. 
Whether  as  husbands  or  as  wives, 

It  does  disastrous  prove. 

' '  Had  it  been  in  ni}-  mind  to  seek 
For  '  siller,'  there  is  Annie  Meek, 

Known  to  be  rich,  but  still 
Would  willingl}^  be  made  my  bride, 
And  all  the  Laird  left  her  beside 

To  sugar-coat  the  pill." 

He  ceased,  and  in  a  list'ning  state 
Stood  mute,  as  if  he  did  await 

An  answer  to  be  made; 
80  Jenn}',  re-assured,  began 
To  say,  as  females  only  can, 

What  she  had  left  unsaid. 

Tm  either  pleased  or  proud,  or  it 
May  be  some  other  feeling,  yet 

I  have  no  name  for  now. 
Or  partly  both  ;  I  do  confess 
It  seems  to  me  like  happiness, 

But  know  not  why  or  how. 
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Ym  mwe  than  pleased,  for  I  rejoice 
'fohn  Walker  has  imde  me  Ms  choicev 

AncT  passed  by  Leila  Strong  ; 
1  often  thoiiglit  that  Leila  shared 
Considerably  in  your  regard ^ 
AMioiigb  T  may  be  wrong\ 

And  there  is  Bessie  Bloomfield,  too,. 
vSome  folk  imagine  you  did  woo, 

Perhai>s  it  is  not  true ; 
But  if  you  ever  promised  her, 
Be  careful  of  her  character, 

Since  you  have  ta'en  the  rue. 

Another  thing  l)efore  we  part, — 
31y  mother  1    If  it  break  m^^  hearty 

In  case  that  we  should  err, 
Keep  this  in  mind,  whate'er  the  woe 
It  brings  to  me,  if  she  says  '  No,' 
We  must  l>e  a»  we  were. 

This  may  seem  looking  far  ahead,. 
But  then  I  do  not  see  the  need 

That  you  should  dangle  on  ; 
And  tho'  we  don't  exactly  see 
What  may  in  the  hereafter  be, 

I  think  I'll  take  you,  John. 

'Tis  not  the  first  time  in  my  life 
I've  had  the  chance  to  be  a  wife, — 

This  ma}^  be  piper's  news  ;* 
But  tho'  with  you  so  very  free. 
Mind,  that  is  not  to  hinder  me 
Of  all  my  courting  dues." 

*"  Piper's  news"  briefly  expresses  wh^t  is  then  told  us  as 
8(>metl>ing  that  is  generally  known  at  the  time. 


31 

All !  little  -either  of  tliein  knew 
The  Cow-herd  boy,  tho'  out  of  view. 

Heaixl  ev'ry  woixl  was  said  ; 
.Nor  was  it  long  before  the  elf, 
As  entertainment  to  himself. 

The  revelation  made. 

Boes  Celia  smile  ?  ah  !  well  she  may> 
At  such  an  expeditious  way,— 

There's  no  love-making  now 
Like  what  w^as  then  in  Scotland  done  ; 
Eigh,  Cele  !  that  is  their  daughter's  son 

Comes  here  a  courting  you. 

A  blush  that  found  no  hiding  place 
Seem'd  glowing  upon  Celia's  face, 

As  she  gazed  into  mine  ; 
Then,  turning  where  the  organ  stood, 
Sung  in  a  soul-entrancing  meed, 
And  played  to  us  "  Lang  Syne.'' 


CELIA'S  SONG. 

I  long  once  more  the  vale  to  see, 

The  vale  where  "Leader"  flows  ; 
The  broom  is  there  so  dear  to  me. 

The  broom  o'  the  Cowdenknow^es . 
Chorus — O,  days  that  came  on  raiiiboAV  wing, 
And  as  a  rain  bow  shone, 
How  fondly  they  to  mem'ry  cling, 
Now  when  they  all  are  gone. 
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How  oft  in  3^outh  I've  wander'd  where 
The  broom  and  heather  grows, 

But  saw  not  aught  that  might  compare 
With  ])room  o'  the  Cowdenknowes. 
O,  da^'s  that  come,  &c. 

On  Bluinslie  braes  the  sun  at  eve 

A  bonnj^  blink  bestows. 
But  fondly  kisses  ere  it  leave 

The  broom  o'  the  Cowdenknowes. 

0,  da3's  that  come,  &c. 

»'"'ay  "Scotland,"  and  my  bosom  still 
With  fev'rish  pleasure  glows, 

But  more  a  word  can  make  it  thrill 
That  sounds  like  "  Cowdenknowes.' 
O,  daj's  that  come,  &c. 

Tho'  beautiful  the  Mayflowers  bloom 

Amid  the  winter  snows, 
They  have  no  charm  to  me  like  broom 

The  broom  o'  the  Cowdenknowes. 

O,  days  that  come,  &c. 

Away  far  hence,  b^'^  fancy  led. 
Where  lovers  breathe  their  vows. 

E'en  now  among  the  broom  we  tread. 
The  broom  o'  the  Cowdenknowes. 
O,  days  that  come,  &c. 


I 


§rh\id  for  §xmU  mt 


MY  MOTHER. 


BY  ''ALBYN." 


HALIFAX,  N.  S. 
PRINTED  BY  JAMES  BOWES  &  SONS, 
1868. 


t 

1 


MY  MOTHER. 


^^A  foolish  man  dcspiseih  his  mofher.'" 

SOLOMOK, 

My  Mother  !  O  my  Mother,  how  I  loii^. 

To  bid  thy  virtues  live  in  simple  song  ; 

How  soothing  to  my  spirit  vvoukl  it  be, 

To  strew  vvitli  l5owers  the  turf  that  lies  on  thee — 

Seal  with  love's  signet  what  unbidden  tears, 

Have  left  unblotted  in  a  lengtli  of  years, 

Retrieve  thy  mem'ry  irom  oblivion's  gloom, 

And  filial  incense  breathe  upon  thy  tomb. 

So  may  an  ivy  leaflet  ever  green, 

In  the  hereafter  upon  mine  be  seen  ; 

Or  when  tlie  debt  :o  Nature  due  is  paid, 

A  violet  may  show  where  ''Albyn's"  laid. 

Come  ye  celestial  guardians  of  my  youth. 
My  well  beloved — Tenderness  and  Truth — 
Tho'  mournful  sighs  ascend  from  ev'ry  line, 
Be  present  now  to  favour  my  design. 
No  fabled  Muse  shall  o'er  my  verse  preside, 
Mine  is  a  theme  admits  no  fancied  guide  ; 
Affection  calls  !  let  no  such  call  be  vain. 
As  is  the  counsel,  such  shall  be  the  strain. 

My  own  dear  Mother !  Nature  urges  me 
To  some  expression  of  my  love  to  thee. 
For  those  endearments  lavish'd  on  the  child, 
Still  on  the  scrolls  of  recollection  piled — 
Tiie  pleasing  jests  for  my  diversion  made, 
The  Baby  songs  with  kisses  well  repaid ; 
Talcs,  oft  repeated,  still  they  seem'd  so  new, 
And  like  the  truth,  I  wished  them  to  be  true. 
As  diamonds  gather'd  in  Golconda's  mine, 
I've  treasured  up  whatever  has  been  thine. 

The  little  flowerplot,  smallest  of  the  small, 
The  Dial  column  in  the  garden  wall. 
The  well  wlierein  a  fav'rite  trout  would  come, 
And  wag  his  tail  until  he  got  a  crumb ; 
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And  lliat  dear  spot  wlicreon,  O  welcome  giie.sf^ 

A  skylark  ev'ry  summer  l»ad  her  nest. 

Nor  did  she  startle  as  we  went  or  came, 

But  cower'd  her  head,  and  sat  there  just  the  same. 

Provided  Moas  with  cver-eui'ious  eye, 

Did  not  approacfi  her  grassy  couch  too  nigli. 

Such  were  the  freaks  of  infancy,  the  Boy 
Too  has  some  relics  to  recount  witli  joy, 
Tho'  seeming  trifles  they  augment  the  debt 
Of  gratitude  the  J/a??  would  not  forget  ; 
li  not  the  Maii^  then  how  much  less  the  son — 
Who  has  already  such  a  reckoning  run  ; 
And  not  the  least,  (tho'  strange  it  may  appear 
That  childish  things  shoidd  loon)  so  largely  here.  ) 
B  it  not  the  least  albeit  the  merest  toy. 
The  kite  your  fingers  fashioned,  gave  me  joy. 
Nor  was  the  rapture  that  it  could  convey 
Devoid  of  fear  that  it  would  f)y  away  ; 
liewildei'M  often  how  the  air  so  high, 
C'ouhl  lift  it  up,  and  keep  it  in  the  sky. 

Another  speck,  amongst  a  thousand  more 
Is  still  distinguish'd  in  my  youthful  lore  ; 
The  \N  ater-\\  heel  in  miniature  that  run, 
In  Cleughside  copse  my  a<lmiration  won  ; 
Which  a  Hod  Laddie  to  divert  his  mind. 
When  far  ''outbye"  in  solitude  design'd. 
And  then  to  turn  it  had  contrived  to  bring 
The  veriest  driblet  from  a  distant  spring. 
All  trivijd  sorrows,  such  as  mine  could  be, 
Were  lost  in  visits  to  that     IMill,"  with  thee. 

Class'd  with  the  keej)sakes  time  consents  to  spans 
The  Bees,  ainl  Ijeehives  are  prcsei  ved  with  care  ; 
Their  story  told  in  accents  soft  and  sweet, 
IVIy  questionings  would  call  thee  to  repeat  : 
C)  haj)py  days  I  how  bright  in  weal  and  woe, 
On  memory's  mysterious  mr.p  they  glow. 

Like  foambells  tossM  on  a  returning  tide. 
Or  on  the  strand,  in  fragments  flung  aside — 
Some  wjiifs  that  in  tlic  warp  of  life  appear. 
Are  symbols  of  a  presence  ever  dear — 
Symbols  that  do  oblivion's  sceptre  spurn, 
And  for  the  Poet  bids  the  |)ast  return  ; 
For  him  that  past,  where  delicately  wove, 
Are  found  the  traces  of  a  Mother's  love — 
Ti-aces  the  linguist  challenges  in  vain, 
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Nor  may  interpreters  tlieii;  secrets  gain. 

Yet  is  tlieir  idioni  no  such  irksome  kind 

As  stolid  students  in  preceptors  find  ; 

Fools  that  a  mother's  counselings  despise, 

May  from  such  tablets  turn  away  their  eyes  ; 

But  cleugh,  and  cairn,  and  cliff,  and  lower,  and  tree, 

Are  redolent  of  sanctities  to  me. 

Still  full  of  life,  and  loveliness  as  when 
^V'e  gatherM  Nuts,  appears  the  Doveshaugh  glen — 
Doveshangh,  that  by  possession  iiad  become 
The  cushat's  own  hereditaiy  home  ; 
And  in  the  Autumn  schoolboys  had  a  share 
Of  what  was  found  upon  the  hazels  there. 
How  strange  that  life  and  loveliness  so  long, 
Should  grace  the  levees  of  a  son  of  song  ; 
How  prodigal  of  mirth  and  music,  hours 
Of  mine  are  wasted  worsliipping  the  flow'rs, 
In  multitudes  on  multitudes  ai'ound 
Distilling  fragrance  in  that  dell  are  found. 
Sleep'ng  and  sleepless,  dreaming  or  awake, 
Unmarr'd  the  midnight  rambles  there  [  take, 
Waiting  and  watching,  wearying,  wond'ring  how 
My  mother  is  not  there  beside  me  now. 

A  blooming  Thistle  prickly  green  and  grand 
Tliere  once  beguiled  me  from  tliy  guiding  hand. 
And  grasping  at  the  coronal  it  wore, 
(A  novice  then  unto  the  stings  it  bore,) 
A  painful  lesson  on  obtrusiveness 
Was  learn'd  that  verse  like  mine  can  ill  express  ; 
And  thy  rebukes  then  with  my  tears  combined. 
Are  wedded  with  that  thistle  in  my  mind 
Hence  utterance  to  many  a  thought  is  stemm'd. 
That  would  in  tranquil  moments  be  condemned. 

But  more  endear'd  is  the  three  comer  d  green, 
Where  many  a  time  my  playmate  thou  hast  been. 
By  use  and  ivoiit^  permitted  to  divide 
What  tracks  the  teams  had  worn  on  cither  side  ; 
In  shape  the  jibsheet  on  a  vessel  might 
Some  outline  furnish  to  an  artist's  sight. 
But  feeble  aid  poetic  numbers  lend 
Unto  what  length  and  breadth  it  may  extend. 
Or  syllable  how  beautifully  true 
Uncall'd,  the  fjushat  comes  before  my  view. 
That  lovely  spot  in  Edenlikc  repose, 
No  ruthless  hand  had  ventured  to  enclose ; 
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Left  there  cIi'soan  ned,  (all  else  some  Nobleman 

By  might,  or  right  kept  imdernealh  his  ban, 

Nor  of  the  titles  to  the  Border  land, 

Is  any  stronger  than  the  sword  in  Imnd  ;) 

J^eft  there  disownM  since  reevcrs  roamM  abroad- 

And  found  their  safety  in  the  nearest  road 

To  gain  the  bridge,  that  mossy,  rougli,  and  grey. 

There  spans  the  valley  in  an  awIcAvjird  way, 

And  lo€>ks  forbidding  in  the  fine  detour 

Where  Clenghside  waters  into  Oxnam^s  pour. 

Nor  eould  stupidity  have  farther  gone 

Astray,  constructing  anything  of  stone  ; 

Ashlers  undressed,  if  such  deserve  the  name 

Of  ashler,  as  it  from  the  quarry  canuN 

Whilst  slabs  and  boulders  substitutes  were  made 

For  coping,  on  the  parapet  were  laid. 

Narrow  and  old,  and  it  was  co*unted  rare. 
That  Bolder  tourists  noticed  it  was  there  ; 
Even  Amateurs,  and  Antiquarians  vain 
01' Avhat  is  ugly  eyed  it  with  disdain  ; 
Oft  did  the  teamsters  con.  or  curse  a  prayer. 
Who  passed  along  the  perilous  affair. 
Nor  were  the  cottagers  which  dwelt  there  few 
Who  saw, — at  least,  believed  they  saw  a  crew 
Of  fairies  dancing,  when  the  moon  was  bright. 
Upon  the  keystone  at  the  noon  of  night, 
And  vanish  suddenly  when  day  began 
To  break  at  morn,  as  only  fairies  can. 

But  what  avails  that  it  may  not  fulfil 
The  formula  of  Architeci'ral  skill. 
Or  may  no  lustre — to  the  sketchbooks  lend. 
Of  rustic  things  enthusiasts  nuiy  have  penn'd  : 
Or  be  found  wanting  in  that  special  grace 
Upon  Cathedrals  classic  eyes  can  trace, — 
Seen  thro'  the  shades  of  long  departed  years. 
To  me — to  me  far  other  it  apj^ears. 
What  llio'  to  ages  past  it  may  belong, 
It  was  the  nurse  of  Albyn's  earliest  song  ; 
And  cluster'd  oti  that  ancient  thing,  to  me. 
Are  charms,  were  trifles.  Mother,  but  for  thee. 

Still  day  by  day,  unchanged,  imposing,  bold, 
Though  uninvited,  pleasing  to  behold — 
Those  scenes  of  childhood  eloquently  claim, 
A  place  in  niem'ry,  Mother,  with  thy  name  ; 
They  fill  the  pauses  in  life's  labour  made 
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And  even  devotion's  sacredness  invade  ; 
Oft  find  admissions  in  the  shades  of  night 
Within  tlie  halls  tliat  earthly  planets  light ; 
Our  very  eyes  although  in  slumbers  sealM 
Do  ready  access  to  their  presence  yield, 
No  blush  is  mine  that  on  the  poet's  heart 
They  make  impressions  that  do  not  depart  ; 
Their  willing  dupe  unconsciously  I  spend 
Unmeasured  moments  at  the  old  Bridgeend. 

There  in  the  evenings  when  the  daisies  grew, 
Sport  would  detain  us  till  the  falling  dew  ; 
What  leisure  moments  tiien  were  thine  to  spare 
l^rought  with  them  frolics  to  engage  in  there 
Or  in  some  gambol,  where  old  Moss  became 
The  best  accomplished  actor  in  the  game. 
Walks  plann'd  by  thee  on  purpose  for  the  Boy,*' 
The  twilight  found  us  ready  to  enjoy  : 
If  one  excursion  was  to  get  the  air 
Another  led  us  to  the  coppice,  where 
The  Mavis'  nest  was  in  a  leafy  tree 
1  felt  so  anxious  to  climb  up  and  see. 
Or  down  the  banks  of  that  poetic  glen 
Where  Oxnam  flows, — familiar  to  me  tiiou 
With  all  its  legends,  and  they  were  not  few. 
But  old  Cragtow'r  avouch'd  them  to  be  true  ; 
Or  up  the  margin  of  a  restless  rill, 
That  comes  complaining  from  tlie  Pierslaw-hiil, 
Without  one  single  circumstance  of  fame 
That  might  be  added  to  a  naked  name. 
Still,  not  a  scene  more  beautiful  and  green 
Than  Cleughside-burn  in  memory  is  seen. 

How  oft  even  now  quite  unawares  I'm  caught 
Reciting  psalms  and  hymns  thy  lips  have  taught ; 
Or  conning  tasks  thy  manner  made  so  sweet 
For  me  to  learn,  and  easy  to  repeat ; 

I'he  LorcVs  my  Shepherd.,''^  and  the     Btisi/  Bec^" 
Still  lead  me  back  to  childhood  and  to  thee — 
Still  lead  me  back  to  hours  when  actions  best 
The  ruling  passions  of  the  soul  attest ; 
When  duly  as  the  night  and  morning  came 
That  prayer  of  prayers,  stamped  with  the  Savioui-'s  name 
In  tones  scarce  audible — bow'd  at  her  knee, 
My  God,  my  mother  heard  me  lisp  to  thee. 

How  vivid  still  before  my  eager  gaze 
Those  happy  hours,  those  nnforirotten  days 
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Pass  in  review,  as  they  were  wout  to  be, 
But  never  pass,  my  Mother,  without  tliee. 

Thy  features  on  the  infant  poet's  heart. 
Are  graven,  never,  never,  to  depart, 
Graven  ahis  !  wlien  pain  and  suffering  shew'd 
What  fond  affection  in  thy  bosom  glow'd  ; 
And  tlio'  but  faint  impressions  then  were  made 
Thine  are  they.  Mother,  and  they  do  not  fade. 

How  I  delight  thy  lineaments  to  trace, 
Adorned  with  equal  modesty  and  grace  ; 
Unwearied  patience,  cliarity  as  broad 
As  ever  from  a  human  bosom  flow'd — 
A  heart  to  pily,  and  a  hand  to  aid 
As  feeling  prompted,  more  than  duty  bade  ; 
Tliy  kindness  seemed  like  some  perpetual  rill 
P^xhausting  always,  but  exhaust  less  still. 
Simple  thy  faith,  thy  piety  unf'eign'd. 
By  precept  taught,  by  practice  not  profaned  : 
A  stranger  to  those  sudden  bursts  of  ire, 
Unbridled  passions  frequently  inspire  ; 
Deof  to  the  sland'rer,  or  if  thou  didst  hear. 
The  startling  response  always  felt  severe, 
And  those  could  give  a  neighbour's  bosom  pain 
From  thee,  at  least,  no  audience  did  obtain 
If  e'er  unpleasing  tokens  would  avcw 
A  frown  collecting  on  thy  placid  brow, 
It  was  when  candour  had  been  set  aside 
And  falsehood  did  the  palm  with  truth  divide. 

Some  attributes  the  soul  must  surely  own 
More  than  the  senses  that  to  us  are  known. 
Some  more  electric  method  to  impart 
The  latent  longings  of  a  mother's  heart  ; 
How  much  beyond  the  music  of  thy  voice — 
A  look  of  thine  could  make  my  heart  rejoice. 

Nor  less  a  sigh  escaping  from  thy  breast. 
Did  mine  with  grief  as  instantly  invest ; 
But  O  thy  smile, — that  nothing  can  impair. 
Such  sway,  and  sweetness  were  commingled  there — 
Blest  ornament  set  with  peculiar  grace 
By  Heaven  itself  on  the  maternal  face, 
And  so  resistless  upon  thine  display'd 
Whenever  read,  instinctively  obey'd. 
Nor  less  efTicient  were  thy  words  of  love 
That  could  at  once  encourage  and  reprove. 
The  richest  flow'rs  that  in  creation  spring — 
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The  sweetest  music  vvoodhmd  warblers  sing — - 
Tiie  deepest  blusli  that  captivates  the  eye 
On  ocean  mirror'd  from  tlie  ev'ning  sky, 
However  bland  or  beantifnl  they  be, 
Are  always  measured  by  a  smile  from  thee. 

Were  it  permitted, — ah  !  but  who  can  tell, 
What  is  permitted  where  immortals  dwell? 
Then  if  the  spirits  in  a  world  of  bliss 
E'er  come  from  glory  to  revisit  this, 
It  cannot  be  impossible  that  thou, 
My  Mother,  may  be  present  with  me  now, 
To  listen  ?  Nay  but  rather  to  restrain 
As  mortal  praise,  immortals  may  profane, 

How  often  still  by  more  than  fancy  led, 
I  am  beside  thee  at  thy  dying  bed. 
Ah  !  these  sad  moments  it  was  ours  to  part 
Have  never  left,  nor  will  they  leave  my  heart ; 
Nor  have  the  five  long  decades  thai  are  past 
A  shadow  o'er  that  day  of  sorrow  cast. 
How  often  still  this  empty  hand  of  mine 
Feels  the  last,  pressure  ever  came  from  thine, 
Or  owns  its  gentle  playfulness  that  told 
Of  deeper  love  than  language  can  unfold. 
How  often  still  familiar  to  my  ear, 
Some  tones  are  whispered,  tells  me  thou  art  near  ; 
How  often  still  I  seem  to  hear  thee  speak, 
And  feel  as  if  thy  breath  were  on-  my  cheek. 
Who  will  persuade  me  that  at  day's  decline, 
AVhen  the  first  stars  of  ev'ning  faintly  shine 
And  night's  soft  foo(steps  o'er  the  landscape  steal. 
Who  will  persuade  me  that  I  never  feel 
(Delightful  error — error  if  it  be,) 
Sensations,  fancy  cannot  give  to  me  ; 
Sensations  felt — but  far  beyond  the  sphei'c 
Of  utterance  for  those  sojourning  here 

Tiio'  time  and  distance  cast  a  lengthened  shad 
Between  my  vision  and  where  thou  art  laid. 
Yet  still  unchanged,  it  is  before  my  view 
And  nightly  there  my  visits  I  renew — 
Alike  regardless  whether  darkness  reign. 
Or  day  puts  on  his  regal  robe  again. 
AVrapp'd  in  the  tranquil  slumbers  of  repose 
Or  sharing  toil,  "  when  man  to  labour  goes," 
Still  I  am  found  beside  thy  place  of  rest 
In  weeds  of  woe — a  solitary  guest. 

The  faithful  tablet  that  was  set  to  guard 
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Thy  dear  remains,  abides  there  uniinpair'd  ; 
Fresh  as  it  from  the  scidptor's  chisel  came. 
It  bears  the  brief  memorial  of  thy  name, 
The  little  rosetree  little  hands  with  care 
Beside  thee  planted,  is  nnwither'd  there. 
And  not  a  footstep  ever  seems  to  pass 
So  uear  thy  grave  as  to  disturb  the  grass  ; 
But  desolation  everywhere  appears, 
Seen  thro'  the  vistas  in  a  mist  of  years. 

Whilst  wandering  in  this  wilderness  of  woe, 
Nor  path,  nor  landmark  to  direct  me — Lo  ! 
1  lift  the  volume  of  the  past  once  more. 
And  turn  the  pages  of  remembrance  o'er  ; 
Those  pages  hallowed  with  the  lessons  fraught 
Thy  lips  and  life  so  eminently  taught. 
To  me  they  breathe  authority  divine, 
That  filial  love,  and  length  of  days  combine  ; 
Assur'd  tho'  clouds  mysterious  intervene, 
(Even  when  bereavements  blessings  may  have  been,) 
Another  guardian, — an  unerring  guide 
Thro'  the  unseen  a  passage  will  provide, 
Until,  without  a  stone  to  mark  the  spot 
I  may  lie  down  like  thee  and  be  forgot ; 
Few  then  to  mourn, — perhaps  not  one  to  weep — 
Or  ivake  the  sleeper  in  his  tranquil  sleep. 

Have  I  escaped  the  avenues  of  hell 
Where  sin's  high  priest  and  human  demons  dwell? 
Have  I  been  kept  from  temples  where  a  crowd 
Of  Satan's  servants  day  and  nigl.t  arc  bow'd  ; 
Have  I  been  spared  the  tortures  manifold 
That  Mammon's  worshippers  must  take  with  gold  ? 
And  those  more  awful, — if  more  awful 's  known 
Among  the  votaries  pleasure  calls  her  own  ; 
Or  is  an  unoffensive  conscience  mine, 
Though  sometimes  wrong,  yet  never  by  design. 
A  name  alas  !  though  not  from  failings  free. 
But  few  that  Avould  have  claimed  a  blush  from  thee. 
If  in  declining  years  I  can  rejoice 
That  "  wisdom's  ways"  were  early  made  my  choice. 
It  is  to  thee,  my  Mother,  that  I  owe. 
All  under  providence  I  may  be  now. 
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AN  EYE  TO  THE  ERMINE. 


Whilst  tlie  conductors  of  the  public  press 
Their  lucubrations  cast  abroad  by  guess, 
Of  what  has  been,  and  what  is  yet  to  come 
On  any  subject,  equally  at  home. 
And  correspondents  rather  more  polite 
Give  birth  to  batitlings,  wonder  may  excite — 
Various  and  vast  the  exhibitions  made. 
By  some  to  please,  by  others  to  persuade 
It  matters  little  whetlier  false  or  true 
Or  an  abortion,  if 'tis  only  new. 

We  claim  attention,  not  as  authors  claim 
Who  make  great  lies  a  passport  into  fame ; 
But  let  it  be  distinctly  understood 
This  narrative  is  for  the  public  good, 
That  as  advisable,  all  may  prepare 
For  the  infliction  Halifax  must  share. 
And  tho'  it  may  seem  premature,  nnvail 
Some  indications  of  the  coming  gale. 

I  dream'd  one  night  when  couch'd  in  calm 
An  apparition  not  far  from  me  'rose 
The  hands  in  front  were  so  devoutly  cross'd 
I  thought  the  thing  must  surely  be  a  ghost 
Or,  one  of  these  receptacles  of  sin 
All  saint  without,  all  sepulchre  within, 
The  depth  of  varnish  on  a  picture  frame, 
And  their  religion,  is  about  the  same 
Or,  the  enamelling  an  Artist  lays 
Upon  the  surface  of  an  earthen  vase — 
The  process  can  accomplish  little  more 
Than  to  embellish  what  it  covers  o'er ; 
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Save  in  appearance  nothing  else  it  gains. 
However  faulty,  faulty  it  remains 
But  neither  adds  to,  nor  does  it  impair 
The  native  texture  of  the  potter's  ware. 

Intrusive  as  such  similies  appear 
They  simplify  the  vision  written  here 
And  aid  our  pencil,  limited  at  best 
To  shed  some  light  on  the  nocturnal  guest. 
So,  in  continuation  we  declare 
The  smallest  portion  of  the  face  was  bare 
Beneath  the  eyebrows,  flapping  up  and  down 
What  might  be  eyelids,  tho*  that  is  unknown  ; 
But  in  the  curious  exhibition  made 
Not  insignificant  the  part  they  play'd  ; 
Perhaps  the  movement  might  some  issue  feign 
To  make  mysterious  what  was  only  plain. 
But  this  en  passant^  we  proceed  to  draw 
An  outline  of  the  spectacle  we  saw, 
Where  gravity  co-mingled  with  grimace 
Upon  the  features  found  a  fitting  place; 
A  beard  half  bleach'd  between  a  grey  and  brown 
That  did  the  toilet  totally  disown 
And  peering  thro'  the  streaky  tufts  of  liair 
The  crinky  crowfeet  told  a  tale  of  care. 
In  the  confusion  that  attends  a  dream 
To  me  the  thing  did  not  familiar  seem, 
The  lanky  figure  tho'  but  dimly  seen 
Appear'd  the  leanest  of  the  very  lean 
And  no  skye  terrier  set  in  a  rat  pit. 
Could  look  more  sad,  and  shaky  like  than  it. 
Nor  would  that  fierce  one  follows  Donald  Ross, 
Behave  at  once  so  christianlike  and  cross. 

The  scene  w^as  barren  of  a  single  trace 
Beyond  the  commonest  of  common  place 
No  trait  of  classic,  or  of  Attic  taste 
A  trav'ller's  eye  might  rest  on  as  he  pass'd, 
But  all  the  roughness  that  the  "  Bush  "  can  give 
To  a  location,  where  the  Indians  live,. 
Except  a  villa  on  a  hill  top  placed 
That  showed  the  owner  destitute  of  taste, 
And  the  surroundings  such  as  may  be  found 
Where  pioneers  and  prejudice  abound. 
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But,  less  the  place,  than  did  the  personage 
Our  observations  at  the  time  enj^age. 

I  thought  of  "Praise  God  Barebones  "  in  my  sleep 
And  felt  as  if  my  flesh  began  to  creep ; 
Then  as  the  moon  hid  in  behind  a  cloud 
A  human  tongue  began  to  talk  aloud. 
But  in  a  stamm'ring  hesitating  mode 
Which  at  the  time  did  certainly  seem  odd. 
Albeit  a  dream  is  only  but  a  dream 
And  this  one  too  extravagant  may  seem — 
Yet  as  the  tone  some  auguring  implies, 
To  note  it  down  might  be  considered  wise, 
Tho'  oft  abrupt  the  utterances  made. 
Still  due  attention  to  the  truth  is  paid — 
And  into  English  heroics  now  penn'd 
With  history  it  may  hereafter  blend. 

The  first  expressions  in  a  strangled  shout 
Will  not  be  soon  from  raem'ry  blotted  out. 
And  thus  began  ;    All,  all  my  labour's  vain 
I'll  never  never-  trust  to  him  again. 
Ah!  that  black  hearted  Howe!  I've  been  his  drudge 
And  yet  he  did  not  get  me  made  a  judge; 
I' or  all  the  speeches  that  for  him  I  made 
Not  even  a  cent  have  I  been  ever  paid. 
He  is  a  selfish  animal  indeed; 
Who  leans  on  him  leans  on  a  broken  reed. 
But  by  and  bye,  he  may  not  be  so  big. 
When  I  am  honour'd  with  a  Judsre's  wio-. 
And  it  is  possible  I'll  not  forget 
How  very  little  I  am  in  his  debt 
A  longer  lane  they  have  to  travel  thro' 
That  has  no  turns,  than  this  we  are  in  now. 

Dare  he  despise  me  ?  some  strange  thoughts  are 
mine  ! 

My  note  unanswer'd — is  it  by  design  ? 

I  had  my  packet  carefully  address'd 

Weigh'd  in  the  scales,  and  saw  the  stamps  impress'd. 

Breathed  a  reminiscence  of  long:  aso 

And  made  quite  sure  that  it  would  tickle  Joe, 

Even  underlined  some  passages  I  Avrote 

Lest  my  appeal  to  him  should  be  forgot, — 
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And  charged  him  strictly  to  keep  me  in  mind. 

Else  he  would  thwart  what  nature  had  desi^n'd. 

Nor  is  he  ignorant  of  all  that's  meet 

To  form  a  Judge  is  found  in  me  complete. 

I  could  put  on,  just  as  the  case  required, 

The  gravity  and  gloomness  desired, 

And  if  occasion  did  demand  could  feign 

Quite  the  revei'se  and  throw  them  off  again. 

I'm  of  that  keen,  and  comprehensive  cast 

To  me  no  subject  ever  seems  too  vast ! 

Who  knows,  who  knows  the  terrible  effect 

Upon  creation  thro'  his  base  neglect 

Much  omenous  my  counsel  might  avert 

Provided  always,  I  had  my  desert 

P^specially  now  in  the  dying  hours 

Of  quiv'ring  kingdoms,  and  of  palsy'd  pow'rs 

Even  this  Dominion  cannot  long  escape 

Some  retribution  in  a  fearful  shape  ; 

But  I  will  tell  him,  tell  him  to  his  face 

My  treatment  is  a  National  disgrace. 

There  is  a  class  of  people  that  we  find 
So  reticent  we  never  know  their  mind, 
The  very  little  that  they  do  unfold 
Is  in  a  cramped,  crooked  manner  told — 
Whilst  others  blab  out  all  they  know — and  more ! 
And  some  of  it  repeating  o'er  and  o'er 
By  them  a  great  anxiety  is  shown 
For  telling  news  that  is  already  known. 
But  I  am  not  like  either  party, — they 
Are  irksome  both,  tho'  in  a  diffrent  way 
Unfit,  unfit,  to  be  in  public  life. 
And  have  no  tactics  in  forensic  strife  ; 
Yet  all  the  best  of  situations  these 
D(»  hold — hold  if  the  cabinet  they  please — 
Whilst  I,  I,  I,  whilst  I,  whilst  I  whilst  I 
Pass'd, — like  old  useless  lumber,  pass'd,  pass'd  by 
But  if  I  only  were  a  Judge,  no  doubt 
A  better  system  I  could  bring  about. 
And  merit  simply  should  from  me  have  aid 
In  any  new  appointment  to  be  made. 
Of  course  I  would  a  preference  allow 


To  those  who  may  accommodate  me  now, 

Yet  weed  out  ev'ry  drowsy  Drone  who  may 

Presume  to  question  anything  I  say 

Distinguishing  most  carefully  between 

My  friends  that  are,  and  those  that  erst  have  been. 

I  do  not  fault  the  new  appointments,  no — 
But  something  to  my  own  respect  I  owe 
I'm  of  a  higher  standing  at  the  "Bar" 
Than  either  Ritchie  or  McCully  are. 
I  should  have  been,  yes,  I  should  have  been  one — 
But  now  my  chance,  the  chance  I  had  is  gone. 
Then  these  two  Senators  !  I  see,  I  see 
Their  salaries  are  not  enough  for  me. 
I'm  not  surpass'd  in  qualities  of  mind, 
My  character  is  of  a  faultless  kind, 
In  my  profession,  far  up  on  the  list, 
And  in  the  Court  there's  none  would  be  more  miss'd 
An  elder  too,  what  would  our  church  become 
Were  I  not  in  it,  or  my  tongue  were  dumb  ? 
Besides,  I've  brains,  but  what  are  brains  like  mine 
More  than  fine  pearls  among  a  hei'd  of  swine 
Even  in  the  Synod,  of  the  speeches  there 
There's  none  of  them  that  can  Avith  mine  compare  ; 
A  single  syllable  has  not  been  said 
Against  that  overture  in  it  I  made. 
Professor  King  himself  breathed  not  a  word 
In  opposition,  'though  he's  so  absurd. 
And  further,  furthermore,  I  rule 
The  Dartmouth  Presbyterian  vSabbath  School — 
Once  Presbyterian,  'tho'  I  must  allow 
That  such  a  term  might  be  disputed  notv 
"  Conglomerate,"  more  apposite  would  be 
And  strictly  true,  but  what  is  it  to  me 
Altho'  it  does  seem  strange  a  Scottish  Act 
Of  parliament,  or  any  thing  in  fact, 
Except  what  Scripture  says,  should  interfere 
In  the  Church  matters,  and  discipline  here. 
But  then  Professor  King,  not  long  ago 
Said  in  the  presbyt'ry  that  it  was  so  : 
And  as  objections  were  not  made,  of  course 
Scotch  Law",  and  not  the  Scripture  is  in  force. 
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This  may  explain  the  difference  between 

Profession  made,  and  practice  often  seen, 

But  let  that  pass  at  present ;  i't  will  not 

Take  from,  nor  give  to  me,  a  single  vote 

So,  as  I  said  before — to  oversee 

The  Sabbath  School,  has  been  assign'd  to  me. 

Even  when  the  young  men  meet  in  Lawlor's  Hall 

As  president,  I'm  placed  above  them  all — 

Nor  can  a  lovelier  spot  on  earth  be  seen 

Than ''''Evergreen      my  farm  evergreen! 

A  landscape  where  the  eye  delights  to  rest 
Encircling  it  on  north,  and  east,  and  west, 
And  on  the  south  the  great  Atlantic  sea 
Perpetual  pleasure  furnishes  to  me 
In  all  directions,  both  far  off  and  near 
The  country  seats  of  gentlemen  appear 
The  princely  Lodge,  and  palace  looking  pile 
Of  ev'ry  structure,  and  in  ev'ry  style 
Where  ever  seen  upon  the  gentle  slope 
Or  in  the  vale,  or  on  the  high  hill-top, 
Where  ever  seen,  nor  is  the  circuit  small. 
My  Evergreen's  the  glory  of  them  all. 

And  when  the  railroad  comes  down  past  my  h 
As  I  am  certain  some  day^that  it  will, 
The  building  lots  that  lie  along  the  line 
Which  I  can  sell  then  off  this  farm  of  mine, 
I  calculate  within  the  narrowest  bounds 
Will  bring  me  in  an  hundred  thousand  pounds  ! 
So  whether  I've  a  Judgeship  then  or  not 
I  will  not  give  one  farthing  for  a  vote. 
And  who  can  tell  but  in  some  future  day 
When  statesmen  mark  the  talents  I  display 
Or  come  to  feel  the  influence  I  wield, 
An  influence  I've  kept  too  long  conceal'd, 
As  some  acknowledgment  for  what  I've  done 
Since  that  time  my  politic  "  spurs"  were  won, 
When  I  did  these  astounding  letters  write 
(The  world  admires)  above  the  name  of  "  Bright. 
In  them,  in  them,  I  paved  the  way  for  Howe 
To  gain  that  office  he  is  filling  now 
And  only  for  these  letters  that  I  wrote 
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Tlic  situation  he  liacl  never  got. 

Then  it  is  only  justice  to  suppose 

That  from  the  fountain  whence  all  honour  flows, 

Some  slight  reward,  however  slight  it  be 

I  am  expecting  should  distinguish  me  : 

I  may  he  knighted !  !  by  our  gracious  Queen  — 

Sir  Eustace  Egotist  of  Evergreen 

Or  Duke  of  Dartmouth  ;  if  there's  aught  to  spare 

In  the  Dominion,  I  must  have  a  share. 

I'm  sure  there's  many  a  numskull  gets  K.  B. 

Does  not  deserve  it  half  so  well  as  me  ; 

And  then,  O  then,  o'er  Howe  and  Tupper  set, 

Premier  in  the  Dominion  cabinet, 

I'll  dash  thro'  Ottawa,  as  dash  I  can 

In  a  state  carriage,  with  a  double  span 

True  Peter  Archbold  said  the  other  day 
To  Peter  Lynch  in  his  own  cynic  way 
(I  hold  his  bald  assertion  to  be  fudge) 

That  Lawyer  James  will  not  make  a  good  judge 
In  place  of  giving  criminals  their  meed 
He  would  be  winking  at  an  evil  deed." 
Ah  !  that  does  smell  of  Truro  sure  enough. 
It  sounds  exactly  like  their  silly  stuff, 
But  it  is  quite  excusable  in  him 
As  Peter's  sight  is  sometimes  very  dim  ; 
And  in  the  afternoon  what  he  observes 
Depends  more  on  the  glasses  than  the  nerves, 
Excepting  now  and  then  some  wretched  pun — 
He  may  get  rid  of  in  the  way  of  fun. 
There  is  but  little  of  a  brilliant  cast 
Beyond  his  spectacles  has  ever  pass'd. 
So  his  opinion,  if  it  can  be  said  ^^^^ 
He  has  one,  shall  not  make  me  ^fraid 
But  in  hereafter  when  I'm  on  the  "  Bench" 
Who  then  upon  my  dignity  shall  trench  ? 
Altho'  I  may  one  courteous  smile  afford 
When  Peter  bows,  and  says  to  me,     my  Lord  !"  ' 

Now  my  belief  is  that  the  reason  why 
My  elevation  until  by  and  bye 
Has  been  postponed,  is  that,  except  the  Chief 
I  would,  1  wonld  put  all  the  Bench  to  grief 
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Altho'  good  men,  they're  not  from  errors  free 
And  none  of  them  so  competent  as  me. 
Has  not  the  Judge  of  Equity  declared 
How  very  well  my  cases  are  prepared — 
And  down  in  Lunenburg  even  Motton  said 
He  never  heard  a  speech,  like  one  I  made, 
That  was  the  term  a  Dutchman  ask'd  me  what 
In  all  the  Devil  I  was  blinking  at? 
If  I  imagined  he  was  speaking  lies 
Why  could  I  not  be  keeping  still  my  eyes — 
And  the  Prothonotary's  tongue  let  slip 
Some  loose  aspersions  on  a  partnership 
Which,  if  existing  placed  me  on  a  par, 
With  one  scarce  ever  equall'd  at  the  Bar. 
Now  such  admissions  I  have  cause  to  know 
Do  not  from  any  friendly  feelings  flow 
But  admiration  would  not  be  confined 
When  in  the  presence  of  a  master  mind. 

It  does  seem  strange  that  no  account  is  made 
Of  all  the  smartest  sayings  I  have  said  ; 
Altho'  at  times  some  of  them  may  be  odd 
Or  quaint,  but  then  it  is  my  native  mode. 
My  wit,  my  wit,  my  wit,  is  so  refined 
The  efflux  of  a  cultivated  mind, 
And  always  is  so  delicately  keen 
That  undiscover'd  it  has  often  been 
Even  in  debate,  however  rudely  stirr'd, 
Polish'd,  and  playful  as  a  humming  bird. 
But  then  a  home-thrust  in  the  present  day 
Is  only  mental  culture  flung  away : 
So  small,  so  small,  is  the  attention  paid 
To  many  things  that's  elegant,  I've  said. 

Tho'  in  whatever  merit  may  obtain 
I  really  have  no  reason  to  complain. 
But  ah  !  but  ah  !  distinguish'd  as  I  am 
Such  eminence  is  only  but  a  sham. 
There  is  no  fees,  no  salary — no  not 
One  cent  for  all  the  trouble  I  have  got, 
Such  empty  honours  I  could  well  resign 
If  only  a  Chief  Justiceship  were  mine. 
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Odc  thing,  one  thing  to  me  is  very  clear 
That  I  am  not  in  my  position  here. 
I  must  be  off  to  Ottawa  at  once 
And  see  myself  if  there  be  any  chance. 
Oh  !  if  I  had  a  thousand  pounds  to  spare 
So  I  might  sit  on  the  red  benches  there. 
The  sum  is  large,  but  nobody  would  grudge 
Tho'  it  were  double  to  be  made  a  tludgc 
Wei-e  I  in  Ottawa,  the  chance  is  still 
I  might  a  bench  in  their  Appeal  Court  fill 
Of  my  peculiar  fitness  Howe's  aware 
To  sit  as  Chancellor  among  them  there. 

I  must  have  a  constituency, — it 
It  may  be  something  difficult  to  get 
But  1  must  have  one  either  right  or  wrong 
O  yes,  I  must,  and  that  before  'tis  long, 
Between  the  drunkards,  and  the  temp'rar.ce  folk 
Elections  now  would  any  saint  provoke, 
'Tis  so  annoying  to  a  pious  mind 
One  suitable  among  them  all  to  find. 
But  I'll  consider  what  Avill  likeliest  be 
And  most  convenient  situate  for  me. 
Not  any  of  the  counties  would  refuse 
A  seat  to  me,  I  only  have  to  choose. 
In  five,  or  six,  or  seven  of  them  at  least 
(The  number  can  be  easily  increased 
If  requisite  :)  and  in  the  whole  command 
A  large  majority  if  rightly  planu'd 
But,  if  it  did  so  happen,  I  could  not 
])e  personally  present  on  the  spot, 
And  any  other  booby  did  succeed, 
My  disappointment  would  be  great  indeed. 
Proceedings  must  be  enter'd  on  Avith  care, 
A  seat  is  such  a  critical  affair — 
Oft  contests  are,  and  scrutinies  become 
So  much  involved,  that  they  have  ruin'd  some — 
Hence  mortgaged  farms,  and  bankruptcies  unfold, 
How  at  the  Hustings  dupes  are  bought  and  sold, 
And  I  must  either  bribe,  and  lie,  and  cheat 
As  others  do,  or  suffer  a  defeat. 
It  is  a  sad  dilemma  I  am  in — 
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Sad  if  I  lose,  and  just  as  sad  to  win. 
In  self  defence,  then,  if  I  must,  I  must 
And  try, — I'll  try  in  Providence  to  trust, 
If  not,  perhaps  some  loophole  I  may  find, 
No  qualms  of  conscience  politicians  bind. 

Nor  are  precedents  wanting,  no  one  raves 
So  much  at  knavery  as  the  greatest  knaves  ; 
There's  Howe,  and  Tupper,  and  McFailane,  then 
That  nonsuch  Northup,  all  religious  men  ! 
If  not  religious,  yet  they  bear  tlie  name 
Of  being  so,  and  that's  almost  the  same. 
And  Archibald  too,  not  one  among  the  lot 
A  situation  so  distinguish'd  got — 
And  that  McLellan  creature,  what  is  he  ? 
A  grocer, — not  comparable  to  me  ; 
And  others  crowding  the  Dominion  hive. 
The  merest  upstarts,  yet  how  well  they  thrive. 
But  I'm  determined  some  of  them  shall  budge  : 
If  not,  if  not,  I  must  be  made  a  Judge. 

There  is  an  awkward  barrier  in  the  way 
An  awkward  barrier,  haunts  me  night  and  day  ; 
It  is  not  what  the  Dartmouth  folk  surmise, 
That  is  not  where  the  difficulty  lies. 
Tho'  that  report  about  the  cord  of  wood 
The  truckman  publish'd,  has  done  me  no  good  ; 
And  also,  also,  but  that  story's  old 
Only  I  wish  it  never  had  been  told 
These  give  me  no  disturbance,  none  at  all  ; 
Trifles  like  these  seem  at  the  present,  small ! 
But  in  the  contemplation,  I  am  lost 
Of  how,  and  where,  is  to  be  found  the  cost. 
If  some  constituency  I  could  find 
To  me,  to  me  so  generous  inclined 
As  send  a  requisition,  and  commence 
An  active  canvass,  free  of  all  expense  ; 
Then  would  anxiety  be  set  at  rest 
Anxiety  that  cannot  be  express'd — 
To  all  insinuations  I  have  made 
Upon  that  subject,  no  attention's  paid. 
And  as  there  is  no  preference  to  show, 
That  hope  is  gone, — I'm  still  in  statu  quo 
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Siu;li  tlisappointinents  I  must  ti'y  to  lii<]e 
And  on  some  other  principle  decide. 
But  these  expenses,  reckon  as  I  may, 
Will  be  enormous  I  shall  have  to  pay  ; 
Enormous !  !  yes,  enormous  not  a  doubt, 
But  then  I  cannot  get  the  seat  without. 
Ten  times  I've  lopp'd  off  extras  from  the  Bill 
But  after  all  it  is  enormous  still. 

Those  minor  matters  until  by  and  bye 
Say  for  a  month  must  in  abeyance  lie, 
Not  one  side  issue  now  shall  interfere 
That  my  decision  may  be  calm  and  clear.  , 
The  question  is,  and  should  be  auswer'd  now 
But  is  to  rae,  of  vast  importance — how — 
I  have  been  parleying  with  the  subject  long 
And  equally  the  pros  and  cows  are  strong. 
Yet  are  they  all  within  a  nutshell  pent 
Which  of  the  counties,  I  shall  represent  ? 

I  made  a  charge,  nor  can  it  be  denied 
Festivities  the  place  of  prayer  supplied 
Among  the  Delegates  ere  they  began 
To  map  the  west  in  the  confed'rate  plan, 
And  'tho'  it  has  my  approbation  won 
The  deed  itself  was  godlessly  begun. 
I  mean  a  differ'nt  system  to  pursue, 
No  heathenish  orgies  shall  distract  my  view, 
But  this  deojenerate  a^e.  for  once  shall  see 
The  Christian,  and  the  Gentleman  in  me. 

No  doubt  but  Pictou  would  do  very  well 
Or  Lunenburg  ; — but  nobody  can  tell 
Until  they  try  ;  and  the  expense  will  be 
If  I  should  lose,  most  ruinous  to  me. 
Besides,  even  if  I  did  obtain  the  seat 
To  either  one  the  distance  is  too  great. 
Then,  there  is  Hants  ;  but  at  the  very  best 
Its  ticklishness  is  everywhere  confest, 
And  it  is  said  among  the  smaller  fry 
The  price  of  votes  in  AVindsor  is  too  high. 
Well  there's  Annapolis  where  I  am  acquaint 
And  half  the  people  think  I  am  a  saint, 
I  care  but  little  whether  half  or  whole 


If  tFiey  would  place  me  liigliest  on  the  poll, 

But  then,  but  theu,  they  have  so  many  wants 

Tliat  after  all  it  may  be  worse  than  Hants. 

Still,  there  is  Kinjis,  and  Queens,  in  both  of  them — 

In  both  of  them  I  have  no  special — hem  ! 

There  is  so  many  cliques  and  coteries 

And  all  of  them  so  ditiieult  to  please, 

And  always  changin^j^ ; — that  would  never  do  I 

I'd  lose  the  seat,  and  lose  the  Judgeship  too 

Besides  objections  would  be  raised  by  some 

I  really  could  not  ;  could  not  overcome. 

I  think  ; — but  it  is  possible  to  err 
A  seat  for  Halifax  I  would  prefer. 
Next  week,  next  week,  I'll  take  my  dogs  and  gun 
And  feel  the  pulses  eastward  just  for  tun 
Then  walk  some  idle  afternoon  out  west 
In  such  a  mode  as  [  consider  best, 
And  in  a  kind  of  accidental  way 
Hear  what  tlie  bone  and  sinew  have  to  say  ; 
Nor  will  the  wisest  of  the  very  wise 
The  errand  that  I  am  upon  surmise. 
Of  city  votes,  my  friends  will  niake  secure 
Two  thirds  at  least,  of  half  of  them  Tm  sm-e  ; 
Yes,  I  will  try  it,  how  I  will  rejoice 
If  the  Electors  do  make  me  their  choice. 

Among  the  uiimber  of  my  friends,  I  claim 
The  very  highest  both  in  rank  and  name. 
Especially  since  that  auspicious  hour 
To  serve  myself  I  join'd  the  men  in  powV, 
Yet  after  all  I  know  that  there  are  some 
AVith  whom  I  might  more  popular  become, 
If  any  Institution  would  arise 
Without  suspicion  I  could  patronize  ; 
Some  enterprize  wherein  my  name  confest 
Might  give  me  prestige  higher  than  the  rest. 
Perhaps  I  should  stand  forth  and  first  begin 
(Altho'  the  scheme  be  thinnest  of  the  thin) 
An  Asylum  for  the  inebriates  ;  few 
More  lit  than  me  to  bring  it  into  view. 
And  whilst  my  sayings  did  the  cause  promote 
Might  for  myself  secure  an  extra  vote. 
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What  time  this  session  of  the  Court  is  o'er 
ril  set  it  in  the  public  eye  once  more 
And  call  a  meeting  some  day  soon,  and  see 
If  the  elite  will  form  a  committee  ; 
To  have  my  name  on  the  official  list 
As  secretary,  greatly  will  assist 
In  nursing  those  associations — may 
Prove  beneficial  on  election  day, 
And  furnish  proof  both  positive  and  clear, 
Of  Avhat  account  I  am  consider'd  here. 

But  I  must  be,  yes,  I  m  jst  be  prepared 
And  in  the  meantime  might  write  out  my  card  ; 
If  things  look  favourable  then  I  may 
Make  up  a  speech  for  Nomination  day. 
To  please  all  parties,  there  is  not  a  man 
In  Halifax  to  do  it  as  I  can — 
And  would  begin,  had  I  an  audience  here 
Altho'  I  hope  there  is  none  very  near. 
But  if  there  was,  and  I  addressing  them 
Then  I  would  say, — hem,  I  would  say, — hem — hem — 
My  Lord,  and  ge — gen — gentle — gentlemen, 
Of  the,  of  the  jn— jury — jnry — when 
When, — please  Electors,  do  let  me  revise 
My  gross  mistake  ;  let  me  apologise, 
I  ask  for  your  indulgence  to  amend 
For  having  said  what  I  did  not  intend. 
I  beg  your  pardon,  and  I  keep  in  mind 
How  long  ago  you  were  to  me  so  kind 
When  first  to  public  life  I  ventured  in 
And  then,  as  now  your  confidence  did  win. 
A  great  responsibility  on  me  w^as  laid 
When  clerk  to  the  Assembly  I  was  made. 
Then,  my  official  character,  and  name 
Familiar  to  the  Provinces  became, 
And  ever  since  Pve  gain'd  in  your  esteem 
Which  keeps  so  fresh  my  fondly  cherished  dream. 
A  strong  desire, — a  strong  desire  is  mine 
In  my  position  brighter  still  to  shine. 
And  add  to  leading  Barrister  at  Law 
Your  representative  at  Ottawa  !  ! ! 
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On  tlic  ml  b^hcliGS  there,  both  you  aikl  ni<? 
Have  interests  the  same  ;  and  I  would  be 
In  circnni8tances  adequate  to  claim 
Advantaj»:es  yOu  may  sec  fit  to  name, 
And  could  exphtin  unto  the  members  there 
All  your  sufjgestions  to  a  very  hair. 
AVitii  men  of  every  creed  my  eloquence 
AVill  always  have  commanding  influence. 
I'll  have  our  llarbojir  coverM  o'er  with  ships, 
Shall  both  the  Hudson,  and  the  Thames  eclipse. 
And  the  tariff  upon  all  merchandise 
Miide  reasonable  in  the  Merchant's  eyes  ; 
What  goods  in  Bonded  Warehouses  are  pent 
Shall  never  pay  more  than  one  haU  per  cent. 
And  patents  granted  without  any  fee 
Or  charge  whatever  to  the  patentee, 
All  native  talent  ot  a  genuine  kind 
Encouragement  at  Ottawa  shall  find  ; 
And  ev'ry  craft  that  from  our  ports  may  sail 
Shall  have  a  bounty  on  a  liberal  scale. 
I'll  patronize  Mechanics,  and  their  claims 
Sliall  not  be  less  familiar  than  their  names  ; 
Inventions  new,  and  nianufactures  rare 
Shall  be  entitled  to  my  special  care', 
^Vhilst  ev']-y  Mine  and  Mineral  per  se 
.Shall  have  attention  paid  to  them  by  me, 
No  lynx-eyed  stranger  after  this  shall  meet 
An  idle  tradesman  walking  on  the  street, 
The  heart  of  business  in  our  city  throb 
Till  it  become  emporium  for  the  globe, 
And  Halifax  the  capital  be  made 
Of  art,  and  science,  and  the  soul  of  trade. 

But  keeping  more  immediately  in  view 
The  line  of  conduct  that  I  will  pursue. 
And  what  concerns  our  yeomen  ev'rywlierc 
I  now,  I  now,  most  solemnly  declare, 
I'll  have  at  once  in  our  taxation  made 
A  large  reduction  ;  and  a  premium  paid, 
To  every  one  who  takes  a  plow  in  hand 
Or  lifts  a  hoe  to  labour  on  the  land. 
The  fishermen  shall  have  their  outfit  free 


And  not  a  cent  of  duty  ihere  shall  be 

Upon  their  pork,  molasses,  tea,  and  flour 

Provided  always,  you  give  me  the  power. 

I  dont  condemn  the  members  we  have  now 

But  I  f'ould  manage  better  you'll  allow, 

I'm  a  Confed'rate,  but  like  other  men 

Accepted  of  the  situation,  when 

I  had  an  axe  to  grind,  and  there  was  none 

Among  the    Antis"  that  would  turn  the  stone 

I  was  convinced,  I  did  not,  did  not  rat — 

Nor  was  a  traitor. — any  thing  but  that. 

There's  Howe  and  Northup  both  did  just  the  same 

And  very  few  do  either  of  them  blame. 

Some  people  call  it  ratting,  but  Howe  says 

Our  summersets  are  only  change  of  base. 

As  at  the  most,  such  leaps  as  his  and  mine 

Are  accidental  more  than  by  design. 

Hence  the  new  policy  that  we  uphold 

By  circumstances  merely  is  control'd. 

And  really,  really  I  am  glad  to  know 

On  such  authority  that  it  is  so  ; 

I  feel  so  ugly  to  be  pointed  at 

By  the  cannaille  and  be  call'd  a  rat. 

There  is  a  something  so  degrading  in 

The  idea  of  having  vermin  for  ones  kin 

Especially  a  rat,  tho'  I  admit 

That  long  ago  the  "  Anti"  squad  I  quit. 

But  if  I  can  a  seat  from  you  secure 

At  Ottawa  ;  ray  motives  being  pure. 

I'm  sure  there  is  not  one  of  you  would  grudge 

To  see  your  member  made  into  a  Judge  ; 

And  it  would  be  a  credit  to  you  all 

If  such  good  fortune  should  to  me  befall. 

My  creed,  my  creed,  there's  nothing  in  it  new 
But  always  keeping  the  main  chance  in  vicAv  ; 
In  every  circumstance,  let  every  man 
Do  for  himself  the  very  best  he  can. 
I  was  an  "  Anti,"  and  would  be  again 
If  by  the  change  I  could  some  end  obtain. 
Men  talk  of  principles,  but  you  will  find 
In  politics,  there's  nothing' of  the  kind, 
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As  in  the  past,  so  in  the  present  age 

Emoliuiient  and  office  is  the  gauge. 

I  liave  ambition,  yes,  but  mine,  but  mine 

Is  laudable, — it  is — almost  Divine, 

It  is  a  feeling  that  I  strive  to  hide, 

Nor  is  it  much  observable  outside, 

And  is  from  pride  as  distant  as  midnight 

Is  separated  from  the  broad  daylight. 

Or,  in  accordance  more  with  your  ideas 

Is  just  as  different  as  chalk  from  cheese. 

The  similie  is  rather  commonplace. 

But  most  appropriate  in  the  present  case  ; 

Nor  is  it  to  be  rich,  that  I  aspire — 

No,  my  ambition,  gentlemen,  soars  higher 

And  is  more  of  that  charitable  kind 

That  in  this  Avorld  not  every  day  you  find. 

However  it  may  be  misunderstood 

'Tis  always,  always  to  be  doing  good. 

And  if  a  little  selfishness  creep  in 

Yet  selfishness  like  mine  is  not  a  sin; 

It  is  a  natural  consequence  entwines 

With  all,  with  all  our  very  best  designs  ; 

This  makes  it  an  especial  reason  how 

That  every  eflfort  should  be  doubled  now: 

For  my  defeat,  there's  nothing  to  atone 

The  wig,  the  wig,  will  be  for  ever  gone. 

I  have  much  more,  much  more  I  could  express, 
But  'tis  no  use  to  lengtheu  my  address, 
Not  one  elector  here  but  understands 
I  place  myself  completely  in  your  hands. 
I  know,  I  know,  and  it  gives  me  delight 
To  know  you'll  do  exactly  what  is  right. 
I  think  tjieres'  not  before  me  now  a  man 
But  is  determined  to  do  all  he  can 
And  deeply  sensible  of  your  regard 
For  me,  will  canvass,  canvass  every  Ward, 
And  the  outlying  districts  will, — in  short 
Give  me,  give  me  a  generous  support. 
At  least  the  men  of  Musquodoboit  will 
Their  promises,  their  promises  fulfill ; 
But  fast  and  loose,  to  get  all  that  they  can 


Witli  Ciiizzetcookevs,  ever  is  the  plan. 

Thai  makes  tio  odds,  we  have,  we  have  afloat 

A  hii'ge  majority  without  tlieir  vote 

III  Preston,  Lanrencetown,  and  Porter's  Lake 

Aud  all  Cole  Harbour,  there  is  no  mistake. 

Then  there  is  Dartmouth,  and  the  Passage  too, 

No  room  is  left  to  question  what  they'll  do. 

There  is  not  many  I  can  count  upon 

Up  Ijedford  Basin,  and  in  Sackville  none 

On  \Vindsor  road  perhaps,  perhaps  a  few 

Of  my  old  clients,  scarcely  more  than  two,  I" 

Nor  is  there  any  information  yet 

Of  Hammonds  Plains,  how  many  votes  Til  get ; 

There  is  some  likelihood  1  must  admit 

There  the  freeholders  will  agree  to  split ; 

And  if  they  really  do  as  they  design 

The  lion's  share  will  probably  be  mine.  ■ 

But  all  the  way  along  the  v.  estern  shore 

I'm  sure  to  have,  excepting'  three  or  four. 

The  opposition  at  the  Hustings  may 

Pick  up  such  stragglers  as  come  in  their  way. 

But  even  allowing  of  a  margin,  wide. 

No  doubt  the  verdict  will  be  on  my  side  ; 

I  mean,  that  the  majority  will  be 

Will  be,  be  largely  in  behalf  of  me. 

But  when  the  Poll  is  closed,  the  books  will  show 

What  I,  what  I  to  the  electors  owe  ; 

And  I  am  certain,  certain  I  repeat. 

Yes,  I  am  certain,  you'll  give  me  the  seat. 

Once  more,  once  more,  and  then  Pm  done,  oilce  more 

If  I'm  return'd  when  the  election's  o'er. 

Come  all,  come  all  on  proclamation  day 

And  hear  what  farther  I  have  then  to  sa/  ; 

I'll  be  prepared,  I'll  be  prepared  to  speak 

And  thank  you  all  if  it  should  take  a  week." 

There  came  a  pause  ;  collapsed  the  speaker  stood 
And  peer'd  around  him  in  a  pensive  mood, 
Whilst  I,  'tho'  qnestionable  it  may  seem 
Were  it  not  part  and  parcel  of  the  dream, 
One  half  asleep,  awake  the  other  half 
Kept  listening  for  another  paragraph, 
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And  heard  George  CampbcU's  bantam  rooster  clap 

His  wings,  and  crow,  which  spoiTd  my  pleasing  nap 

But  starting  up  thought  liow  I  might  rehearse 

The  curious  vision  in  becoming  verse  ; 

And  then  and  there  a  memorandiin^k  made 

By  jotting  down  vcrhatltn  what  was  said. 

Brief  as  it  is  I  o\\\j  have  to  add 

^Tis  not  like  those  the  kings  of  Chaldea  had. 

Theirs  wanted  an  Interpreter,  but  mine 

Is  self  interpreting  in  ever}'  line. 

This  time  at  least  we  deem  our  quondam  friend 
"  The  meaning  of  the  man,""  will  compreiiend. 
Nor  to  the  Parson  need  apologise 
For  what  is  patent  to  the  public  eyes, 
Nor  absolution  from  his  Rev'rence  crave 
If  he  should  be  mistaken  for  a  knave. 
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THE 


SABBATH  IN  DARTMOUTH. 


"Will  a  Man  rob  God?" — Malachi,  iii.  8. 


Will  a  man  rob  God  ? 
Astounding  question,  God  Himself  propounds 
To  sorcerers,  idolaters,  and  them, 
The  perjur'd  and  oppressing,  who  forget 
Jehovah,  and  what  He  ordains  ;  would  not 
His  chosen  people  Levi's  sons,  the  priests — 
Jerusalem  and  Judah — privileged  above 
All  other  nations — be  annoyed,  and  ask 
With  awe  and  trembling,  what  could  be  implied 
In  the  announcement  by  the  prophet  made  ? 

Some  imperfections  of  a  venial  kind 
They  might  admit  amongst  them  could  be  found  ; 
But  to  commit  a  robbery  on  God  ! — oh,  no ! 
The  veriest  outcast  known  among  the  tribes 
Would  hold  the  thought  a  horrid  sacrilege. 

Will  a  man  rob  God  ? 
Astounding  question  !  More  astounding  still 
The  response  God  by  Malachi  proclaims, 
That  it  was  done  !  Not  in  an  instance,  like 
The  tempting  garment,  and  the  wedge  of  gold 
That  Achan  erst  had  privately  purloin'd  ; 
But  the  whole  nation, — priests  and  people  both. 
Did  not  remember,  or  did  not  observe 
The  tithes  and  off'rings  God  of  them  required, 
And  made  themselves  obnoxious  to  His  curse. 
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Will  a  man  rob  God  ? 
What  answer  would  the  Pharisee  return 
If  the  demand  had  been  address'd  to  him  ? 
Would  he  not  look  with  a  contemptuous  eye 
Or  point  his  finger  to  some  distant  spot 
Where,  whom  he  counted  sinners  were  convened 
And  with  a  bosom  full  of  legal  pride 
Pour  out  a  panegyric  on  his  sect, 
Or  haply  on  himself ;  and  thank  his  God 
That  he  was  not  like  other  men  ? — and  tho' 
The  charge  might  to  the  Publicans  be  laid, 
Yet  unto  him  that  tith'd,  cummin  and  mint, 
A  Pharisee  that  fasted  twice  a  week : 
There  was  pollution  in  the  bare  idea. 

Will  a  man  rob  God  ? 
Can  it  be  believed  that  christians  read 
This  interrogatory  day  by  day, 
And  unamazed  peruse  the  response  made 
That  God's  own  people  are  the  guilty  ones, 
And  in  His  temple  where  Shechinah  shone, 
(O  sacrilege  extreme  !) before  His  face 
They  made  themselves  abhorrent  unto  Him  ? 

Pause  for  a  moment  o'er  this  awful  crime — 
A  finite  mind  can  have  but  faint  idea 
Of  its  exceeding  sinfulness  with  God 
But  call  imagination  to  your  aid. 
And  look  again  on  that  pathetic  scene 
Wer  e  the  Kedeemer  saw  Jerusalem — 
Saw  it  and  wept ; — ah  !  why  did  Jesus  weep  ? 
Alas  !  alas  !  Jerusalem,  for  thee — 
His  sweat.  His  groans,  His  agony  and  death 
Could  bring  salvation  to  a  guilty  world  ; 
But  His — the  Saviour's,  the  Messiah's — tears 
Could  not  avail  to  mitigate  thy  doom  ! 
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Will  a  man  rob  God? 
Yes,  men  do  rob  Him  ev'n  in  gospel  times, 
And  in  this  age  of  colleges  and  schools — 
This  age  of  missions  and  the  means  of  grace — 
This  age  of  bibles  and  benevolence — 
This  age  of  churches  and  of  christian  zeal ; — 
And  in  this  land,  as  sure  as  Sabbath  comes, 
Not  only  scoffers  and  ungodly  men, 
But  ev'n  professors  fob  Almighty  God  ! 

'Tis  Sabbath  morning.    On  his  bended  knees, 
But  with  a  heart  o'erflowing  with  delight. 
The  humble  saint  has  audience  of  his  God ! 
Not  so  the  fool  of  fashion  is  employ'd  : 
He  pants  for  pleasure  in  another  form — 
A  walk,  a  visit,  promises  delight — 
Or  some  affairs  that  might  be  well  deferred  ; 
Perhaps  a  party  occupies  his  mind, 
(If  any  vestige  of  a  mind  outlive 
The  bloated  ruins  of  a  human  shape, 
Made  almost  too  disgusting  for  the  worms.) 

Day  after  day  the  system  is  pursued. 
Sometimes  a  part,  and  frequently  the  whole 
Of  what  to  God  belongs, — not  only  worship, 
Glory,  honor,  praise,  and  adoration. 
The  homage  of  the  heart,  and  love  supreme. 
But  what  he  counts  peculiarly  a  sin, — 
That  day  he  sanctified  and  set  apart. 
By  precept  and  example  sacred  made. 
And  consecrated  for  the  noblest  ends — 
For  blessing  and  salvation  to  mankind — 
A  day  emphatically  called  the  Lord's, 
Is,  notwithstanding  God's  express  commands, 
In  ev'ry  way  most  publicly  profan'd. 

'Tis  Sabbath  morning.    Winter  reigns  around ; 
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The  bell  makes  known  that  it  is  ten  o'clock  ; — 

Who  would  believe  it  the  church-going  bell 

That  sits  beside  the  writer,  and  looks  out 

Upon  the  various  streets,  some  five  in  number, 

From  his  sanctum  seen,  and  just  as  many  dens 

Where,  if  grog  is  not  sold  it  can  be  had. — 

Beside  an  icy  pond,  a  baffling  scene 

For  such  a  pen  as  mine — (perhaps  beyond 

The  hand  that  Milton's  pandemonium  drew) 

Where  children  of  all  ages  and  all  creeds — 

Or  nearly  all,  and  some  with  none,  or  less, 

If  less  can  be  ;  in  all  particulars  minute. 

Action  and  language  corresponding  well : 

A  panorama  of  perdition  shows 

From  earliest  dawn  unto  the  noon  of  night, 

With  none  to  question  or  to  criticise 

How  they  perform  ;  alas  for  them  !  alas  ! 

All  of  them  seem  of  guardianship  bereft — 

No  parent  with  authority  is  there 

To  punish,  or  reclaim ;  no  pastor's  voice 

Among  them  to  restrain  ;  no  pitying  eye 

Nor  yearning  heart, — not  ev'n  a  mother's  love — 

Undying,  to  a  proverb,  but  not  there — 

Is  either  heard  or  seen. 

Of  these  is  not  my  verse. 
Sad  as  it  is  ! — a  sadder  one  I'll  show 
To  the  spectator,  men  and  women  both, 
Whom  God  hath  spared  week  after  week, — 
Nor  only  spared,  but  with  abundance  bless'd — 
Bless'd  them  with  health  and  strength,  some  doubly 
bless'd 

With  happy  families,  and  familiar  friends, 
And  what  of  earthly  good  an  honest  heart 
Might  well  suffice  ;  but  come  behold  them  now  ! 


In  ev'ry  street  a  various  group  appears, 
Various  iu  numbers  and  of  various  age  ; 
More  various  still  the  progress  they  attain, 
As  caste  with  caste  co-mingle  jostling  on. 
Both  old  and  young  seem  equally  in  haste, 
To  get  as  far  as  possible  from  God. 

There  are  exceptions  ;  but  the  general  rule 
Is  first  the  tandem  with  the  double  sleigh — 
My  fingers  quiver  and  refuse  to  hold 
The  pen  that  would  the  living  freight  describe. 
Or  draw  the  portrait  of  the  charioteer, — 
He  bears  the  name  of  father  to  them  all. 
And  should  have  borne  the  name  of  priest  beside. 
How  beautiful  upon  the  Sabbath  day, 
To  lead  that  lovely  flock  of  little  souls 
Up  to  the  house  where  God  delights  to  dwell, 
And  say  to  Him  in  whom  we  live  and  move 
And  have  our  being,  "  Father,  here  am  I; 
And  these  are  they  whom  Thou  hast  given  to  me 
O  keep  them  thro'  Thy  truth,  that  none  be  lost !" 

But  why  not  go  alone 
To  serve  the  devil,  if  he  so  inclines  ? 
The  sin  at  least  less  heinous  would  appear — 
Though  heinous  even  then,  but  how  much  more 
The  heinousness,  the  cruelty  refined. 
Of  him,  the  God-appointed  earthly  guide, 
And  honor'd  guardian  of  i   mortal  souls, 
Seduced  from  his  allegiance  unto  heaven, 
And  now  seducing  on  the  Sabbath  day 
(As  if  to  make  the  sin  more  heinous  still) 
His  sacred  charge  ;  and  virtually  scoffs 
At  the  denouncement  by  the  Saviour  made 
Against  the  infidels  who  would  dare  offend 
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The  little  ones.    And  oh  !  how  terrible — 
Tho'  for  a  season  it  may  be  delay'd — 
The[doom  at  last, — the  dreadful  doom  will  fall 
Upon  the  christian  infidel  who  bears 
The  name  of  parent,  and  is  guilty  found 
Of  wilfully  perverting  God's  command  ! 

The  next  in  order  is  the  dashing  sleigh, 
Exactly  fitted  to  some  promis'd  pair. 
All  else  on  earth  excluded  but  themselves. 
It  seems  a  plaything  to  the  sprightly  horse, 
With  bells  and  ribbons  gaudily  attired. 
And  rushing  onward  at  its  utmost  speed — 
However  willing,  urg'd  on  faster  still. 
That  they  may  boast  how  swiftly  space  is  passed 
Between  the  steamboat  and  the  nearest  inn 
O  !  would  to  God  it  were  their  farthest  stage 
Upon  a  journey  where  a  single  step 
Is  one  too  many.    Who  can  prophesy, 
When -they  return — if  ever  they  return — 
What  will  be  their  latitude  from  heaven  ? 
Or  how  much  happier  at  the  evening's  close 
If  both  had  sought  the  blessedness  that's  found 
Where  saints  assemble  on  the  Sabbath  day, 
To  worship  God  in  spirit  and  in  truth. 

The  inn  is  reached. 
Well,  what  is  there  they  could  not  find  at  home  ? 
Inn-keepers  are  a  class  I  censure  not ; 
Oft  in  society  an  useful  branch ; 
Their  avocation  is  an  irksome  one. 
And  many  of  them  both  deserve  and  share 
The  public  countenance.    There  ought  to  be, 
And  is  a  law,  that  does  prescribe  the  sphere 
Wherein  they  are  to  move  ; — the  law  is  plain 
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That  makes  their  duty  known ;  it  does  not  read, 
Nor  can  it  be  construed,  to  mean  that  they 
Or  their  domestics  should  be  kept  at  home 
And  desecrate  the  Sabbath,  to  attend 
On  such  as  glory  in  what  is  their  shame — 
On  idlers,  and  presumptuous  sinners,  who 
Contemn  the  merciful  provision  made. 
In  God's  unbounded  mercy  to  mankind. 

In  ancient  times  the  prophet  Hosea  said 
(The  Holy  Spirit  taught  him  what  to  say) 
That  God  a  thing  most  horrible  had  seen 
In  Israel.    Oh,  could  the  thing  he  saw 
Be  equal  this  that  ev'ry  Sabbath  day 
Is  seen, — and  counted  in  this  christian  land — 
In  Nova  Scotia,  as  a  famous  deed. 
To  break  a  table  of  His  holy  law, 
And  trample  on  the  ordinance  He  made. 

I  loathe  my  theme  ; 
But  yet  there  is  a  class  that  I  must  note — 
"What  I  have  written  is  to  wash  my  hands, 
(The  egotist  forgive)  in  my  own  verse, 
Of  the  contumely  on  the  Sabbath  cast 
By  those  who  would  aristocrats  be  held — 
And  what  is  call'd  the  fashionable  world. 
Who  would  imagine  such  a  damning  clause 
Even  into  fashion  would  admittance  find, 
Or  when  it  did  that  it  should  comprehend 
All  classes  of  society  ?  The  rich  alone 
To  be  a  sacrifice  is  not  enough  : 
But  even  the  poorest  of  the  very  poor — 
The  more  immediate  wards  of  heaven's  great  care, 
Must  join  in  the  rebellion  against  Him 
That  ev'ry  day  their  daily  bread  bestows, 
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And  every  day  their  daily  grace  besides, — 
How  oft  unasked  it  is  not  mine  to  tell, 
Nor  yet  how  little  it  may  be  deserv'd. 
Nor  yet  how  little  it  does  them  restrain. 
Nor  yet  how  very  little  it  is  priz'd. 

How  my  heart  sickens  with  the  very  thought 
That  truth  demands  the  poor  should  not  escape 
The  censure  that  I  breathe  ;  O,  could  I  write 
To  hum  instead  of  breathe — burn  into  them 
That  read  my  verse,  or  overhear  by  chance, 
The  notoriety  they  have  obtain'd. 

What  can  the  poor  man  promise  to  himself 
For  his  defections?  Has  he  aught  to  gain 
Here  or  hereafter  for  his  gross  neglect  ? 
Neglect  ? — nay,  but  his  insult  to  the  Lord, 
The  Bountiful — Benevolent — Supreme  ; 
The  Giver  of  all  good  ;  and  given  free — 
Free  as  the  water  from  the  fountain  flows. 
And  as  the  air  he  ev'ry  moment  breathes ; 
None  to  demand  equivalent  from  him. 
Or  semblance  of  a  sacrifice  require 
For  all  the  blessings  heaven  upon  him  sheds ; 
Yet  he  against  his  Maker  lifts  his  heel, 
And  seeks  to  find  an  idol  of  his  own. 

The  rich  may  show 
Some  color  for  the  course  that  they  pursue, 
And  may  impose  upon  themselves  awhile, 
However  thin  the  vail  that  wraps  them  round. 
They  plead  the  fashion,  and  they  have  their  wealth 
Though  surely  not  bestow'd  to  make  them  sin  ; 
They  have  their  horses,  and  the  horses  must 
Have  exercise  ; — still  more,  there  is  the  sleigh, 
Perhaps  new  painted,  and  new  clad  in  fur: 
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It  should  be  used  now,  while  the  winter  lasts  ; 

The  counter  or  the  office,  week  by  week. 

Keeps  them  employ'd  ;  or  some  of  them  have  friends 

That  of  sleigh-riding  are  exceeding  fond  ; 

Some  more  have  families  shut  up  at  home 

Not  voluntary  captives,  hence  they  should 

Have  some  indulgence.    Arguments  likes  these 

Repeated  o'er  and  o'er  become  at  last 

Specious  enough  to  justify  themselves. 

And  their  excursions  worthy  of  such  place 

As  meritorious  pilgrimages  hold 

Among  the  legends  of  departed  saints, 

And  yield  a  most  unanswerable  plea 

Unto  the  would-be  and  to  the  almost 

A-christian,  that  it  is  no  sin  at  all 

To  break  the  barriers  round  the  Sabbath  set, 

But  rather  to  be  justified  ;  whilst  they 

Waste,  often  prodigally,  waste  their  time, 

And  then  a  false  necessity  pretend, 

To  rob  Jehovah  of  his  hallow'd  day. 

This  is  the  language  gentlemen  employ ; 
Nor  such  the  sons  of  poverty  can  plead  ; 
It  might  be  thought  they  would  with  rapture  hail 
A  day  of  rest,  as  unto  them  at  least 
A  special  kindness  ; — they  cannot  complain 
That  riches  make  them  wretched,  naught  that  may 
Blot  from  their  mem'ry  that  emphatic  word 
"  Remember," — not  in  vain  prefix'd  for  man — 
For  ev'ry  man,  and  ev'ry where  prefixed — 
Most  solemnly  prefix'd,  to  God's  command, 
And  never  can  admit  of  an  excuse 
Or  palliation,  when  it  is  preferr'd 
In  their  behalf, — can  truthfully  be  said. 
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They  surely  will  not  urge 
That  Sabbath  days  are  useless  unto  them — 
Even  should  they  argue  the  command  is  void 
(Some  do  contend  that  it  is  obsolete, 
Forgetting  that  when  the  Messiah  came 
It  was  not  to  destroy,  but  to  fulfil 
The  law — the  moral,  universal  law  ;) 
Not  one  will  say  he  has  no  need  of  rest, 
Nor  that  his  soul,  in  walking  up  and  down, 
Or  loit'ring  idly  at  some  neighbor's  door. 
Or  list'ning  to  some  noisy  tavern's  brawl, 
(We  take  for  granted  that  he  does  abstain. 
Although  the  doubts  against  him  may  be  strong) 
Is  better  nourish'd  than  it  would  have  been 
Waiting  on  God,  within  His  house  of  pray'r, 
And  welcoming  glad  tidings  of  great  joy. 

Unto  the  over-curious  who  enquire, 
What  have  they  done?  or  whither  are  they  bound? 
That  give  occasion  unto  this  tirade — 
I  answer  briefly,  that  it  is  not  mine 
To  hunt  up  evidence  that  might  increase 
What  unto  me  already  is  too  large  ; 
Hand  join'd  in  hand  will  not  the  guilty  save. 
Nor  better  qualify  the  pen  I  hold 
In  writing  evil  open  to  the  world. 

I  have  not  follow'd,  nor  do  I  intend 
To  follow  where  they  lead,  whether  it  be 
The  Eastern  Passage,  or  Cole  Harbor  road, 
Or  that  along  the  sea  to  Lawrencetown, 
Or  thro'  the  lovely  landscape  Preston  boasts — 
Including  the  serenity  that  lake 
And  river  can  supply — much  less  the  way — 
None  of  the  narrowest  that  destruction  owns — 
To  Cobequid  ;  euphonious  tho'  it  sound, 
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And  one  time  famous — famous  even  now, 
More  famous  still  it  must  be,  by-and-l)y, 
For  an  abortion  of  the  Province  brains. 
When  our  assembled  wisdom  sponsors  stood ; 
(The  name  on  it  judiciously  conferr'd — 
A  name  that  cost  one  hundred  thousand  pounds, 
"  The  Slough  of  Despond"  furnished  ready  made) 
Makes  known  the  learning  in  our  fathers  stor'd, 
How  apposite  shareholders  best  can  tell. 

'Tis  not  canals. 
But  broken  Sabbaths  constitute  my  theme — 
A  theme  to  me  far  from  poetic  found. 
And  grating  harshly  on  a  tuneful  ear, 
More  harshly  still  upon  a  christian  heart ; 
Less  inspiration  than  regret  is  felt, 
In  the  construction  of  this  rugged  lay. 

Brimful  of  spleen,  and  idle  too,  withal, 
Must  be  the  critic  who  would  my  verse  assail. 
Most  uninviting  has  the  subject  been  ; 
And  more  of  conscience  than  of  skill  displayed, 
Where  honest  syllables  have  been  preferr'd 
To  those  that  speak  in  questionable  tones, 
Reck'ning  not  little  on  the  halting  lines. 
And  uncouth  phrases  that  have  been  employed 
Among  the  sceptics  audience  to  obtain. 

Albyn. 

Dartmouth^  1856. 


EVENING  MELODY. 


The  following  beautiful  lines  M^ere  published  in  a  late 
Ouardian."''    As  many  of  our  readers  may  not  have  seen 
them,  we  transfer  them  to  our  columns  : — "  Sun." 


Father  of  mercies,  now 

Another  day  is  past, 
And  at  thy  footstood  I  would  bow 
To  render  thanks  to  thee,  O  Thou 

Almighty  first  and  last ! 

Whilst  all  the  angelic  throng 

Unite  in  hymns  above. 
My  voice  thy  praises  shall  prolong ; 
Thy  glory  and  thy  power  their  song. 

But  mine  thy  grace  and  love. 

Hosannabs  to  thy  name 

The  Cherubim  address  ; 
Kindle  in  me  a  kindred  flame, 
That  I  may  sing  a  seraph's  theme, 

Although  my  love  be  less. 

Melodious  to  my  soul, 

Thy  praise  flows  from  the  sea — 
Systems  and  suns  thy  might  extol, 
And  farther  than  the  farthest  pole 

Creation  worships  thee. 
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Lost  in  immensity — 
Return  my  thoughts — return  ; 

Shall  lips  unclean  presume  to  vie 

With  stars  of  immortality 
That  round  Jehovah  burn  ? 

Nigher  to  thee,  my  God, 

O  bid  be  nigher  come  ! 
Direct  me  in  the  heavenly  road 
That  leadeth  up  to  thine  abode — 

The  ransom'd  sinner's  home. 

Give  me  a  cheerful  heart 
Though  suffering  earthly  loss  ; 
And  still  thy  grace  to  me  impart 
When  nature  faints  beneath  the  smart 
Inflicted  by  the  Cross. 

Sins  now  by  me  forgot, 

But  not  to  thee  unknown, 
And  in  thy  book  against  me  wrote. 
O  let  the  blood  of  Jesus  blot. 

And  make  me  all  thine  own. 

O  leave  me  not  the  prey 

Of  fascinations  vain  ; 
But  in  thy  good  and  perfect  way, 
My  God  !  my  Father  !  keep  me  aye, 

For  Jesus'  sake. — Amen. 

Albtn- 

Manor-hill,  1846. 


BY 


ALBYN. 


I  am  like  a  child 
Tired  of  the  playthings  in  the  afternoon 
That  in  the  morning  made  him  wild  with  joy. 

Page  5. 


HALIFAX,  N.  S. 
PRINTED  BY  WILLIAM  MACNAB,  11  PRINCE  ST. 
1869. 


LETTER  TO  ELIZA. 


From  that  commanding  eminence  between 
The  three-score  years  and  ten,  and  four-score  year 
Whilst  pausing  in  our  earthly  pilgrimage 
And  looking  back,  or  haply  turning  o'er 
Such  incidents  as  may  observance  claim  ; 
Among  the  notes  upon  our  tablets  seen, 
Like  leaves  promisucously  in  Autumn  strew'd, 
And  left  around  this  hermitage  of  mine ; 
Tho'  not  the  best,  nor  yet  the  latest  made ; 
Are  found  some  lessons  by  experience  taught 
Which  in  life's  index  have  no  place  assign'd, 
And  with  propriety  might  bear  the  name 
Of  miscellaneous  on  a  title  page — 
As  axioms,  maxims,  inferences  ; — few, 
But  in  the  generations  past  and  gone. 
Would  have  been  treasur'd  ;  in  the  present  day 
Wharf,  store  or  cargo,  next  to  ready  cash 
Or  politics  alone  attention  claim 
And  take  precedence  of  all  else  beside. 

The  scatter' d  fragments  lie  so  wide  apart, 
Some  out  of  reach,  and  some  more  out  of  place, 
Or  what  is  worse,  perhaps  would  be  no  aid 
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In  garlanding  this  souvenir  of  ours. 

Not  for  amusement  we  daguerreotype, 

But  waiving  what  may  seem  too  dimly  traced, 

Nor  anxious  from  oblivion  to  retrieve 

From  what  is  valid  venture  to  rehearse, 

Or,  more  correctly,  venture  to  discuss 

What  does  appear  at  variance  in  our  creed 

Or  prejudice  ;  if  not  a  better  phrase, 

Will  natively  be  better  understood. 

Which  Albyn  and  Eliza, — both  to  blame, 

Uncatechised,  adopted  as  their  own. 

Pliant,  or  stubborn,  as  occasion  serves, 

To  act,  as  the  ingredients  it  contains 

Advises  urgency,  or  asks  restraint ; 

And  hence,  amidst  some  chastisement  severe. 

May,  peradventure,  in  a  solemn  hour. 

On  reconsideration,  eye  to  eye 

See,  that  all  doubtful  disputations  are 

Upon  the  list  of  the  exemptions  made 

When  christian  character  is  in  review, 

And  by  analogy  cannot  be  less 

In  what  it  is  forbidden  we  should  know. 

Envy  to  me  is  only  known  by  name, 
And  fretfulness  has  never  been  my  guest, 
Yet  in  a  length  of  days  is  much  to  chafe 
And  irritate  the  meekest  of  mankind. 
It  does  not  shock  the  poet's  nerves  to  hear 
That  exclamation  wrung  out  of  the  soul 
So  full  of  pathos  in  the  Psalmist's  song 
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When  wanting  wings  wherewith  to  fly  away 
To  some  far  wilderness,  and  be  at  rest. 

Not  thus,  Eliza,  must  our  feelings  flow, 
Tho*  not  less  plaintive  if  they  flow  in  verse, 
But,  blending  choice  with  duty,  calmly  wait 
The  time  appointed ;  I  am  like  a  child, 
Tired  of  the  playthings  in  the  afternoon 
That  in  the  morning  made  him  wild  with  joy, 
And  more  than  half  a  convert  have  become 
Unto  that  axiom  Israel's  Monarch  penn'd 
When  he  reviewed  the  labours  of  his  life — 
That  vanity  of  vanities  is  the  refrain 
Of  all  the  noblest  hymns  of  humankind, 
And  all  man's  pleasures  terminate  at  last 
In  the  vexation  that  his  spirit  feels. 
So  often  cheated,  and  himself  the  dupe 
Of  ev'ry  shadow  that  his  fancy  weaves, 
As  one  by  one,  they  vanish  out  of  sight. 

This  truth  grates  harshly  on  the  youthful  ear, 
Nor  farther  entrance  is  to  it  allow' d. 
Nor  less  astounding,  oft  in  after  je^rs 
Until  experience,  or  some  startling  stroke 
Of  Providence,  divides  the  gloom  around, 
And  lets  a  ray  of  heav'nly  sunshine  in  ; 
Then,  not  till  then,  we  too  like  Solomon 
Look  on  disgusted,  and  like  him  exclaim 
That  all  is  vanity  beneath  the  sun. 

Beyond  the  halo  that  a  good  name  gives, 
(That  gem  a  world  of  rubies  cannot  buy) 
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No  appetite  for  earthly  things  is  mine, 
I  loathe  the  verbiage,  fashion 'd  tho'  it  be 
To  Buit  the  taste  of  would-be  amateurs, 
Tagg'd  to  the  title  that  the  Muse  bestows, 
And  sometimes  surreptitiously  obtain' d. 
No  envious  longings  lodge  within  my  breast 
To  stand  upon  ambition's  dizzy  height, 
And  look  contemptuously  on  all  below, 
And  watch  the  attitude  Despair  may  take 
When  disappointment  meets  them  by  the  way. 
And  certifies  the-m  that  the  end  is  near  ; 
Or,  leaving  little  more  than  shaking  hands, 
Hands  scarcely  less  prophetical  than  those 
The  King  of  Terrors  always  with  him  brings; 
Then  in  the  city  of  the  Dead  partake, 
Such  leasehold  as  to  each  may  appertain. 

Eliza,  scion  of  a  fruitful  vine. 
In  other  days,  that  Albyn  calFd  his  own — 
Drooping,  and  wilted  by  a  chilling  blast, 
(Altho'  transplanted  in  a  genial  sphere,) 
That  found  thee  like  a  houseplant  fondly  nursed. 
Too  early  to  the  garden  plot  transferred, 
And  the  first  bud  amongst  the  leaflets  seen, 
So  promising  and  pleasant  to  behold, 
Abruptly  swept  from  the  maternal  stem. 

Less  of  the  poet,  than  the  parent  now, 
Tho'  apposite  such  similies  may  seem, — 
Commingle  with  the  thoughts  to  which  our  pen 
Is  giving  shape  and  fashion  ;  do  not  deem 
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These  lines  are  pencill'd  with  a  stoic's  hand, 
Tho'  void  of  flavour  to  a  critic's  taste. 
No  leisure  ours  to  harmonize  their  tones, 
Or  modulate  the  syllables  severe, 
Like  thine,  Eliza ;  ruthlessly  unseal' d, 
With  us  affection's  fountain  overflows  ; 
And  lavish  of  our  gladness  as  our  grief, — 
Though  we  rejoice  with  them  that  do  rejoice, 
No  shame  is  ours  to  weep  with  them  that  weep. 

By  some  expressions  of  the  crudest  kind, 
When  reason's  atmosphere  was  overcast, 
And  faith  bewildered  in  a  wreath  of  mist, 
Nor  distant  from  the  precincts  sceptics  claim 
As  their  possession,  often  dispossessed, 
And  never  certain  whether  right  or  wrong  ; 
Nor  are  their  landmarks  over- well  defined. 
We  are  admonish'd  (not  quite  free  of  pain) 
By  some  unguarded  utterances  made, 
Which  in  the  anguish  of  a  mother's  heart 
The  harrow  of  bereavement  prostrate  leaves, 
Bleeding  and  stupified  with  deep  distress, 
Perhaps  may  palliate,  but  will  not  excuse 
Such  hopelessness  as  Christians  must  condemn, 
Nor  should  have  entrance  into  pious  minds. 

With  such  ideas  immediately  in  view, 
We  ask  attention  to  no  idle  tales, 
But  consolation  that  the  Gospel  gives. 
Suggestive  of  our  acquiescence  now, 
In  wisdom  infinite,  and  far  beyond 
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What  sinful,  erring  creatures  comprehend  ; 
And  through  a  glass  is  only  darkly  seen. 

Ah  !  why  indulge  in  questionings,  or  worse 
Keep  vascilating  between  yea  and  nay, 
Certain  in  part,  but  more  to  doubting  prone. 
If  in  the  spirit  land  departed  friends 
Have  knowledge  still  of  what  is  said  and  done 
Amongst  us — their  companions  left  behind. 

Are  we  not  in  the  Sacred  volume  told, 
And  is  it  not  unchallenged  on  record  ? 
That  a  great  cloud  of  witnesses  are  ours, 
The  best  and  earliest  of  the  human  race, 
Were  compassing  the  Hebrew  saints  about 
In  Apostolic  days,  say  then,  why  not 
For  us  a  similar  employment  find, 
And  tho'  not  always  visible,  oft  times 
Are  we  made  conscious  of  a  presence  near 
That  has  a  hallowing  influence  on  our  souls 
And  makes  the  atmosphere  around  us  sweet. 

Deem  not  such  witnesses  can  ever  be 
Spectators  idle,  or  without  an  aim  ; 
Could  Abel,  Enoch,  Noah,  or  God's  friend, 
The  faithful  Abr'ham,  or  those  shining  ones. 
Famous  when  living,  and  illustrious  dead. 
Without  some  special  purpose  tarry  there — 
But  not  the  tottering  of  earthly  thrones, 
Or  empires  perilous,  or  sceptres  lost. 
Or  sickly  dynasties  would  them  entice, 
To  visit  worlds  of  sordidness  and  sin, 
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Only  to  blush, — if  souls  departed  can 

Blush,  for  the  wickedness  they  would  behold. 

With  all  the  scholarship  St.  Paul  possessed. 
And  none  his  education  will  dispute, 
He  does  not  undertake  to  say  what  size, 
Or  to  his  vision,  how  the  cloud  appeared  ; 
But  mark  the  language  that  he  has  employM 
"  So  great  a  cloud and  all  of  witnesses. 
How  full  of  meaning  is  that  little  word, 
That  "so^^  in  our  salvation  overflows, 
And  0  how  soothing  to  the  sinful  soul 
In  that  amazing  passage  where  we  read 
That  God  ''so''  loved  the  world,  He  gave  His  Son 
To  be  a  ransom  for  a  ruin'd  race. 

What  do  they  witness  ?  trembling  on  the  lips 
Of  many  a  childless  mother  may  be  now 
'Twixt  hope  and  fear  unutterable  found, 
Lest  ev'n  what  hope  they  have  be  swept  away  ; 
Or  that  their  fears,  unwelcome  as  they  are 
In  the  response  more  amplitude  assume. 
But  in  their  bosoms,  hidden  tho'  they  be. 
Anxieties  and  longings  find  a  place. 
To  know  if  all  in  memory  held  so  dear, 
Perhaps  a  favorite  or  a  first-born  child. 
Assurance  safely  might  be  entertain^ 
That  in  their  anguish,  altho'  unaware. 
No  gulf  impassable  is  fixed  between 
The  filial  effluence  when  death's  signet's  set 
And  all  the  love  within  a  mother's  heart. 
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How  do  they  witness  ?  Some  fond  mother's  sob 
Forbidding  utterance  to  her  lips,  enquires. 
The  weeping  eyes  in  sympathy  sincere, 
Without  reluctance  seconds  the  demand  ; 
An  empty  cradle,  or  perhaps  the  toys 
Piled  in  the  corner  of  a  little  crib, 
Tho'  mute,  become  interpreters  and  there 
Considerations  favourable  claim, 
And  tho'  disposed  to  pathos,  yet  how  strange 
The  tremor  that  arrests  the  poet's  hand. 
And  in  a  pause,  the  pencil  seems  to  own, 
Or  caligraphs  where  sorrowing  is  seen. 

Why  do  they  witness  ?  Ah,  that  heartfelt  throb 
Does  touch  a  tender  spot,  and  from  repose 
Awakes  emotions  that  we  ill  can  hide. 
That  overleap  the  barrier  time  has  set 
And  distance  has  been  wanting  to  make  void. 
Lo  !  what  resistless  eloquence  is  in 
The  tears  of  sorrow  by  a  mother  shed. 
As  still  some  token  of  the  past  recalls 
The  recollections  of  her  buried  babe. 
Unchanged  to  her  imagination  now 
As  when  it  fell  beneath  the  spoiler's  shaft, 
Tho'  dust  for  years,  has  unto  dust  return'd. 

Of  knowledge  less  desirous,  than  evade 
Too  keen  observance,  o'er  and  o'er  again 
With  little  variance,  is  the  query  made. 
Why  do  they  witness  ?  and  for  what  intent. 
Do  they  as  spies  and  sentinels  become 
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On  our  department  ?  over  curious  more 
Than  requisite,  has  prompted  the  demand, 
Nor  haply  is  unanswerable  found, 
Nor  in  the  present  instance  is  unapt 
And  penciird  down  unstudied  as  it  comes. 

In  Holy  Writ,  where  revelation  ends 
Enquiry  is  no  further  to  be  made — 
No  rash  assertions  can  acceptance  find 
Among  the  theories  we  entertain  ; 
But,  void  of  violence  to  common  sense. 
Nor  wanting  reverence  we  may  suppose 
If  inaccessible  our  thoughts  be  found 
At  least  our  actions  open  to  them  lie 
And  what  indulgence,  or  denials  share 
As  we  are  passing  through  this  vale  of  tears. 

Go  faithless  one,  and  unbelieving,  still 
Eliza  mine,  and  wander  forth  alone 
At  twilight  hour  to  some  secluded  spot. 
None  more  secluded  than  the  groves  of  green 
That  mantle  o'er  the  Dartmouth  heights  and  holms. 
Nay,  do  not  ask,  His  useless  to  enquire 
In  what  direction  should  the  stroll  begin, — 
It  is  not  possible  to  go  astray  ; 
But  if  your  steps  should  east  or  southward  tend, 
It  will  be  vain  to  linger  long  beside 
That  pile  on  the  triangle  left  between 
The  thoroughfares  that  pass  it  either  way. 
On  this  and  that  side.  Priest  and  Levite-like  ; 
Enough  for  them  that  it  is  there,  alone, 
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Half  stupified  at  least,  if  not  half  dead, 

By  adding  to,  more  than  by  taking  from — 

A  thing  divided  parentage  can  boast 

In  dubious  pedigree  between  them  placed, 

Waiting  some  good  Samaritan  to  shew, 

If  not  his  love,  another  sister  grace 

Perhaps  bestow, — Oh,  charitable  deed, 

Even  tho'  but  fastened  like  fig-leaves,  pro  tem. 

Some  appellation  on  it,  worth  two  pence. 

No  extra  exercise  that  can  fatigue 
Needs  to  be  levied  on  your  limbs,  before 
Another  orphanage  of  humbler  aim 
May  claim  attention,  but  does  not  invite  ; 
Morose  in  countenance,  tho'  not  unkind, 
And  in  appearance,  of  a  beauish  caste. 
When  pass'd  forgotten,  nothing  intervenes 
Until  a  "  clearing    may  the  eye  arrest 
Where  the    Belle  Cottage, stands  in  plebian  pride 
Upon  a  rising,  not  aspiring  height — 
And  more  pretending  in  its  equipage 
Set  vis-a-vis  conspicuous,  the  "  Wolf's  den,'* 
A  habitation  of  a  hopeful  kind. 
But  like  a  Dutchman's  garden,  more  for  use 
Than  ornament,  it  has  no  vacant  space 
Whereon  to  rest  or  rusticate  a  while. 

There  apathy  no  longer  holds  the  sway 
But  interest  more  ardently  leads  on, 
Till  unawares,  your  footsteps  may  be  found 
On  Mount  Amelia  at  the  close  of  day 
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As  the  last  sunbeams  on  "  Chebucto  "  shine  ; 
Where  the  Recluse  and  Amateur  alike 
In  the  diversities  that  each  require 
Can  have  their  longings  gratified  for  once. 
However  high  their  expectations  rise, 
Beyond  them  all  the  promise  is  fulfilled 
The  primal  features  of  creation^s  face 
There  suffers  little  from  the  touch  of  time, 
Save  where  disfigured  by  the  hand  of  man. 

The  fowler's  feet  forbidden  there  to  tread, 
His  avocation  no  beginning  finds 
In  slaughtering  the  denizens  of  song. 
But  ev'ry  vested  privilege  is  theirs 
By  right  divine,  confirm' d  by  special  grace, 
Not  terrified  when  visitors  advance, 
Nor  fly  away,  but  folding  up  their  wings 
To  chirp  a  cheerful  salutation,  wait 
Or  serenade  them  with  a  native  ode. 

More  reticent,  the  rambling  Eabbit  starts 
As  you  approach,  and  opens  up  her  eyes 
Like,  hesitating,  if  you  come  too  near, 
To  what  results  the  interview  may  lead. 
The  coward  creature  always  is  found  shy 
To  cultivate  acquaintanceship  so  close, 
And  hops  aside  a  little  to  look  round, 
Or  in  a  quest'ning  attitude  enquires 
If  a  reception  safely  she  may  risk  ; 
And  when  not  satisfied,  more  distance  still 
May  place  between  her  frontispiece  and  yours. 


14 


Or  out  of  sight  into  the  covert  crouch. 

A  thriving  colony  of  friendly  squirrels 
Among  the  rabbit  family  reside, 
Versed  in  the  modes  of  rural  ettiquette 
On  strangers  thro'  the  sylvan  suburbs  tend 
And  chatt'ring  loud,  officiously  polite 
Court  observation  by  their  quaint  address. 
Some  compliments  that  never  have  an  end. 
And  quenchless  curiosity  is  theirs 
Like  Frenchmen,  equally  both  tongue  and  hands 
Accouchers  in  their  comedies  are  made. 

Or,  by  the  margin  of  the  "  Maynard  Lake," 
A  polish'd  mirror,  of  the  purest  plate 
For  photographs  in  Nature's  studio  set 
Where  likenesses  are  taken  day  and  night. 
But,  what  to  you  more  interesting  still 
Balmy,  and  bright,  and  beautiful,  the  nurse 
Of  half  the  folly  that  bear's  Albyn's  name. 

Or,  should  your  loiterings  to  the  "  Brookhouse  "  lead 
Instruction  there  is  giv'n  without  a  fee, 
Instruction  fitted  to  remind  the  old 
But  more  emphatically  warn  the  young 
How  transitory  their  sojourn  is  here. 
There  modesty  and  meekness,  strangers  both, 
Would  count  upon  the  super  extra  list 
As  out  of  place,  if  they  should  chance  to  call, 
Not  mingle,  in  the  revelry  and  mirth, 
Or  be  spectators  of  the  orgies  there 
A  silent,  solitary,  sad  abode. 
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A  foundling  brook  of  questionable  birth 
If  filiated  ;  North  and  South  might  claim 
To  each  related,  and  by  each  disown'd  ; 
A  wretched  swamp,  obliging  to  them  both, 
As  foster-mother,  feeds  it  for  a  while. 
Bound  to  the  task  by  favour  less  than  force. 
And  when  the  outcast  wanders  forth  alone, 
Feeble  and  fretful  even  when  at  play, 
A  dwarfish  thing,  that  did  not  care  to  grow, 
Disposed  to  sulk  and  idle  half  the  time, 
Nor  void  of  viciousness  when  more  mature  ; 
It  swept  a  trench  into  the  bank  above 
And  diligent,  or  desp'rate  at  the  task 
Ere  ugliness  donnM  in  the  picturesque 
Became  a  Boscage,  such  as  Nature  owns. 
In  that  the  vagrant  vixen  disappeared, 
And  where  it  brawPd  a  lively  laughing  stream. 
Was  in  a  costume  of  another  caste 
Seen  through  the  shrubb'ry  in  amusing  moods. 
Flaunting  in  ev'ry  fascinating  form 
The  most  imposing.  Rapids  and  Cascades  ; 
Or  flush  of  fun,  would  skip  from  rock  to  rock 
Restless  and  rogueish,  in  its  matchless  airs 
And  not  averse  to  share  mischievous  deeds 
When  floods  and  freshets  flung  them  in  the  way. 
No  prude, — ^vivacious,  violent  at  times, 
Agile  in  motion,  —in  adventure  bold, 
And  entertaining  unto  curious  crowds. 
Affronted  by  some  innovations  made, 
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Upon  the  liberty  there  long  enjoyed  ; 

And  of  all  pristine  honours  dispossessed, 

In  the  coarse  garb  of  servitude  attir'd, 

Lately  the  charmer  vanish'd  out  of  view, 

And  left  the  "  Brookhouse    in  the  pouts  behind. 

Divided  from  it  by  a  narrovp"  lane, 
That  narrow  lane  upon  the  public  palm'd, 
As  the  broad  street  that  tithM  the  Province  chest 
May  be  mistaken  for  an  ill-made  -drain, 
Unfinished  left  on  the  contractor's  hands. 
And  destitute  of  engineering  skill. 

Behind  a  hedge-row  scantily  esconsced 
Beside  that  lane  the  monument  is  seen, 
Where  Elegance  was  murder'd  long  ago. 
A  humpback'd  hovel  once  did  mark  the  spot ; 
A  cottage  that  became,  and  it  is  now 
Something,  (to  aggravate  the  murder  more,) 
Without  resemblance  to  aught  else  on  earth. 
Some  crude  ideas  the  situation  shews, 
Some  aspirations  adverse  fate  controls ; 
Nothing  original,  except  the  style, 
Ornate  in  front,  all  else  an  olio  seems — 
As  some  atonement  for  the  reckless  deed 
(The  reckless  deed  can  not  be  all  atoned). 
Content  is  seen  domesticated  there, 
Rejoicing  in  the  term  of  "  Sunnyside.*' 

As  there  is  no  seclusion  there,  delay 
Must  be  forbidden  at  this  early  stage, 
Nor  listen  when  indulgence  would  persuade  ; 


1^ 

If  southwardly,  the  walk  be  lengthened  out, 
And  all  around  is  hushM, — ^it  may  be  well 
To  loiter  slowly  passing  thro'  "  Beechgrove," 
And  note  the  mansion  in  the  quiet  copse ; 
The  very  index  of  the  owner^s  taste. 
So  quaint  without,  and  classical  within, 
A  nest, — from  capital  to  quoin  unique, — • 
There  is  no  room  for  criticism  left, 
In  such  a  haunt  might  happiness  be  made 
A  daily  guest,  if  not  a  bosom  friend. 

Arriving  at  an  opening  in  the  woods 
Upon  the  left,  turn  up  the  crooked  path 
Tortuous,  and  twisting  thro'  among  the  trees- 
Unto  "Balmoral;"  buried  out  of  sight, 
Strange  paradox,  tho'  planted  on  a  hill 
Almost  forgotten  that  it  had  a  name; 
Care  and  tranquility,  divided  long, 
There  in  companionship  are  closely  bound; 
Comfort  and  kindness,  amiable  pair, 
Like  sistei>twins,  attendants  on  them  wait 
Nor  needs  a  wish  to  be  repeated  twice, 
A  lonely  lodge  for  meditation  nieet, 
And  wake  the  soul  to  commune  with  itself. 

Or  less  retired  to  wander  o'er  *'  Woodoide,'* 
Woodside  !  we  pen  it  with  a  solemn  sigh-— 
Woodside  !  not  now  to  us  the  Woodside  when 
It  gave  us  welcome  in  departed  days. 
The  very  fields  have  lost  their  laughing  look, 
And  all  the  forest  sighs  in  mournful  tone. 
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No  monument  there  vanity  requires , 
No  pillar  to  commemorate  its  time  ; 
The  residue  of  baubles  that  have  been 
Those  decoys  fatal  to  enthusiast  souls, 
That  promise  more  than  ever  was  enjoy'd  ; 
The  pride  of  life  in  ruins  flung  aside. 
The  brevity  of  earthly  bliss  denotes. 
And  written  on  them  legible  is  seen, 
Emphatic  more  than  eloquence  can  aid 
An  useful  lesson,  though  not  often  conn*d ; 
Even  when  transferred  unto  the  poet's  page, 
There  read  in  vain, — ^if  ever  read  at  all. 

Amused,  perhaps  admonish'd  by  the  way 
The  mind,  of  some  embarrassment  set  free, 
Allows  the  eyes  more  leisure  for  a  glance, 
When  wending  homeward  in  the  twilight  hour, — 
Or  by  the  moonlight  streaming  thro'  the  trees, — 
A  passing  glimpse  of    Fernwood  "  may  be  got ; 
A  passing  glimpse  exhausts  the  glories  there, 
Nor  leaves  one  relic  to  remembrance  dear. 

Above  *'  Mount  Pleasant "  now  the  stars  do  shine, 
But  only  shew  what  shadows  on  it  rest. 
What  pleasures  there  are  to  the  name  confined, 
Nor  does  it  now  so  prepossessing  seem 
As  to  our  youthful  fancy  long  ago. 
Yet  from  the  poet  friendship  claims  a  tear. 
The  tribute  trifling,  but  sincerely  paid. 
Yes,  friendship  once  with  Henry  Mott  was  mine, 
And  intimate  insensibly  became. 
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Nor  in  it  ever  had  a  jar  been  felt 
That  could  disquiet  for  an  hour  create 
Ere  envious  death  dissolved  the  fragile  tie 
And  made  another  loved  illusion  void. 

What  strange  sensations  fluctuate  between 
Our  sympathies  and  admiration  when 
We  reach  the  precincts  compassing  around 
The  sacred  edifice  that  crowns     Mount  Hope/' 

How  adoration  flutters  in  the  soul, 
Extensive  more  than  language  can  express. 
Instinctively  our  aspirations  rise, 
Grateful  and  glowing,  up  before  the  throne 
Of  Him  in  whom  we  live,  and  move,  and  breathe 
That  Reason,  estimable  beyond  price. 
Insulted  often,  and  with  anguish  wrung. 
Or  wantonly  abused,  without  remorse 
In  instances  innumerable  : — still 
We  are  permitted  to  enjoy  the  gift. 
All  gifts  so  ill-deserving  to  enjoy. 

0  deprivation,  sad  in  the  extreme 
To  have  the  guardian  of  the  soul  made  dim, 
Or  underneath  a  cloud  of  darkness  hid. 
And  wander  blindfold  in  a  world  of  ill ! 
How  rich  the  recompense  shall  be  to  them 
Who  will  alleviate  such  distress  as  theirs. 

How  many  bland  associations  might 
Commingle  with  your  meditations  there. 
But,  the  ''Insane  Asylum is  no  place 
To  tarry  now  Eliza  ;  when  'tis  night 
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Much  to  make  glad,  exhilarate,  delight, 
And  from  the  languid  listlessness  discard. 
Admits  postponement  till  a  happier  hour. 

There  is  thai  watch-tower  by  the  waters*  edge, 
A  homestead  and  a  hermitage  in  one, 
Two-fold  the  title  unto  it  belongs 
Erst  ^'Babcock's  Folly,''— ''Woodburn  Cottage/' 
Provisionally  that^  and  this  conferred 
Nor  more  euphonious,  but  imposing  more, 
Allows  the  upper  crust  to  loom  at  large 
Where  pride  and  prudence  have  their  feud  forgot 
And  in  love's  fetters,  bride  and  bridegroom-like, 
A  neve-rwaning  honeymoon  enjoy. 

Besides,  en  passant  by  the  way-side  sown 
There  is  a  hamlet  of  a  hybrid  type. 
The  partly  cabin,  partly  cottage  mould, 
Like  half  a  village,  just  at  random  flung. 
But  parley  not  with  passengers  who  share, 
The  stillness  of  a  summer's  ev'ning  stroll. 
Until  a  structure  bathed  in  the  moonlight, 
From  peak  to  pedestal  in  silver  shines  ; 
Where  the  spectator, — in  amazement  lost,— 
Veil'd  in  the  gothic  and  grotesque,  beholds 
Another  version  there  of  Sunnyside,'* 
Which,  if  secluded,  'tis  seclusion  meet. 
To  pamper  pride,  more  than  refresh  the  mind. 

Or  should  the  North  more  apposite  be  deem'd. 
Some  pleasing  walks  are  in  the  presincts  found. 
The  air  delicious  if  the  hills  be  high. 


21 


But  do  avoid  the  ''Devils  Elbow  bridge/' 
Nor  be  found  near  "  Gorrillaville  alone, 
(Altho'  the  demon  has  been  dispossessed ;) 
That  fit  receptacle  of  filth  and  froth, 
Excusable  the  absence  of  all  else, — 
All  else  polluted  that  would  palter  there. 

Diverging  westward  where  the  lane  allows, 
(A  lane  in  Dartmouth  passes  for  a  street,) 
Could  witchcraft  be,  this  were  a  witching  scene  ; 
The  adopted  Daughter  of  the  Dartmouth  Lake, 
Before  you  cradled  in  the  naked  copse. 
Starts  from  its  slumbers  as  the  playful  breeze 
Stoops  down  and  leaves  upon  the  placid  cheek 
A  loving  kiss,  acknowledged  in  a  smile, 
That  o'er  the  fair  face  quivers  with  delight : 
Nor  does  a  sigh  disturb  the  stillness  there. 

Upon  the  zephyrs  from  Eose  Cottage,  now 
Commingled  with  the  falling  dew,  is  borne 
Odors  soft,  breathing  o'er  the  sloping  bank — 
Nameless — as  the  twin  domiciles  that  mute 
Beside  the  margin  of  the  woods  ai*e  set. 
Where  both  utility  and  taste  for  once, 
Tho'  oft  discarded  from  the  Dartmouth  hills. 
Have  found  the  welcome  of  familiar  friends, 
And  countenanced,  if  not  consulted  too. 

Nor  less  the  fragrance  in  the  "Avenue,'' — 
That  Avenue  a Vallambrosa  shade," 
Small  the  edition,  but  in  faultless  form, — 
Sacred  to  friendship,  and  to  Tempest's  name  ; 
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How  long  unchanged  amidst  forgetfulness. 

In  memory  that  dear  retreat  abides. 

For  us  delight  was  ever  waiting  there 

So  cool,  so  calm,  invigorating,  sweet. 

On  to  the    Brae    the  bashfulest  beguiles ; 

The  "  Brae how  soft  it  sounds  in  Albyn^s  ear 

As  if  some  echo  of  the  past  awoke 

Like  lightning  flashing  o'er  the  Poet's  soul 

Into  a  moment  had  an  age  compreet — 

The  ^'  Brae  !"  that  picture  of  domestic  bliss 

A  rural  villa,  on  a  splendid  site. 

Secure  the  partridge  o'er  her  infant  brood 
In  the  surrounding  thicket  nestles  down, 
Or  fearless,  (in  her  fond  pursuit)  of  ill, 
She  leads  them  out  at  eve  to  take  a  stroll. 

But  should  her  eye  detect  the  felon  hawk 
Poised  in  the  air,  preparing  for  a  pounce, 
A  smother'd  click  and  trailing  wings  make  known 
Such  peril  nigh,  the  picture  is  reversed 
Like  falling  rain  the  little  feet  are  heard 
Tripping  in  haste  to  hide  among  the  leaves, 
The  maple  leaves  that  seem  to  plume  themselves 
Less  on  the  patronage  that  they  possess 
Than  in  the  manner  it  can  be  applied  ; 
No  bye  and  byes  that  may  enhance  the  boon 
Is  requisite  to  prompt  a  gen'rous  act. 
But  pleased  to  aid  the  puny  protegees 
Drop  round  about  them,  motionless  and  mute. 
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And  earliest  of  the  visitors  in  spring 
The     Robin    always  comes  to  get  his  lunch, 
Nor  ever  is  his  confidence  misplaced, 
Among  the  featherM  tribes  there  not  one  shares 
A  kinder  welcome  than  the  robin  greets. 

There  too,  the     Woodcock'^  shy  as  he  appears, 
Has  made  acquaintance  with  the  poultry  pen — 
Without  a  dial,  knows  the  feeding  hour 
And  from  his  ambush  in  the  neighb'ring  brake 
Comes  uninvited,  bides  his  time,  and  then 
Slips  in  among  the  chickens  for  his  crumb. 

But  pleasing  as  this  portrait  may  appear, 
'Tis  not  the  Eden  once,  ere  birthright  ours 
A  dark  vignette  upon  the  obverse  side 
The  universal  "  bubbl^^'ock  ''  displays. 
But,  in  an  alter'd  form  ;  A  large  black  "  dog,'* 
Fierce,  and  unmuzzled,  prowling  up  and  down 
About  the  premises  by  day  and  night. 
Whether  of  mastiff,  or,  of  mingled  breed. 
Alike  the  terror  of  both  ill  and  good. 
The  sleepless  despot  does  his  duty  well. 

Something  less  tangible  has  often  made 
In  Scotland's  ballad  days,  and  even  now 
Between  the  Cheviot  and  the  Vale  of  Tweed 
A  good  foundation,  whereon  to  begin 
A  fabPous  creature  of  the  devil-kind 
And  in  some  neighbourhoods,  say  up  the  Jed 
On  Oxnams',  or  the  banks  of  Cale,  it  might 
Among  the  simple  peasantry  become 


By  oft  repeating  o'er  ihis  acts  and  deeds 
A  prodigy  of  fearful  size  and  shape ; 
Perhaps  be  furnish' d  with  mare  heads  than  one. 
And  dignified  with  horns,  the  eyes  of  fire, 
A  foaming  mouth,  and  teeth  to  correspond  ; 
The  colour  countenancing  the  idea — 
Besides,  his  rash,  and  rujBSan-like  address 
The  newest  versian  of  the  Scottish  "  Deil** 

In  beautiful  and  calm  repose  is  seen 
A  lovely  Landscape  stretching  from  the  "  Brae' 
Th^  enthusiast's  eye  untiring  travels  o'er, 
Made  luminous  as  the  departing  glance 
Of  sunlight  shines  on  mount  and  minaret, 
On  pediments,  and  pinnacles  and  spires, 
On  churches,  chapels,  cupolas,  chatecms 
And  humble  dwellings  dotting  all  around. 
Ashamed  to  own  what  soubriquits  they  bear. 
Or  incognitas,  veil'd  in  various  forms. 
Yet  not  indifferent  unto  disregard, 
Built  to  the  manor,  but  unmaner'd  yet 
As  is  an  Indian  wigwam  in  the  woods 
All  in  this  brief  biography  comprised. 
It  is  some  place,  wherein  some  person  Hves. 

Distinguishable  from  the  cliffs  and  crags 
So  dimly  seen  along  the  distant  coast. 
Bristling  above  the  billows  high  and  hoar. 
Beyond  the  Falkland  village  proudly  placed 
Britannia's  bulwark,  towers  on  Camperdown, 
Stript  of  its  shadow  ev'ry  day  at  noo-n 
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It  still  the  tidings  from  afar  unfolds 

With  eyes  when  open  like  the  lightning^s  glare. 

And  in  a  tone,  loud  as  a  thunder  peal 

Of  questionable  Characters,  demands 

The  import  of  their  errands,  ere  they  dare 

Presumptively  to  touch  our  sacred  soil. 

The  sacred  soil  that  Nova  Scotian^s  tread, 

The  sacred  soil  of  England's  sacred  Queen. 

Verse  fails  to  furnish  all  the  rapture  felt 
When  gazing  onward  where  the  ocean  rolls 
Far  out  at  sea,  just  visible — not  more, 
Against  the  horizon  a  cloud  appears, 
To  curl  in  darker  or  in  lighter  shades 
Is  the  unerring  telegram  that  tells 
Of  a  Cunarder  crushing  thro'  the  waves 
Like  a  live  creature  of  a  curious  mould 
And  longing  for  the  cheer  greets  her  return. 

An  outward  bound  is  in  the  offing  seen 
To  court  the  breeze  with  all  her  canvas  spread, 
God  speed  the  voyage,  leaps  up  from  the  heart 
Nor  waits  for  words  to  waft  the  pray'r  on  high 
Ere  from  the  lips  unconsciously  it  'scapes 
Tho*  ev'ry  hour  the  spectacle  be  new. 

Upon  an  arm  between  the  sea  and  land 
Thrown  naked  o'er  Chebucto's  throbbing  breast, 
Like  a  huge  hogshead  tumbled  upon  end, 
A  darkish,  dwarfish,  shapeless  looking  thing ; 
And  squat  in  attitude  the  Lighthouse  stands, 
Its  value  not  to  comeliness  confined, 
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A  precious  gem  in  a  rough  casket  set, 
There  oft  the  mariner,  when  tempest  toss'd, 
Looks  for  salvation  from  a  wat'ry  grave. 
But  how  suggestive,  why  should  Albyn  say  ? 

More  cherish'd  feelings  in  the  bosom  stir 
Nor  is  the  charm  of  an  Ephem'ral  kind, 
Altho'  from  us  no  worship  they  have  won 
Yet  do  they  merit  much  of  our  regard. 
What  time  their  summer  ornaments  are  on 
Those  islands,  folded  in  Chebucto's  arms 
*'  St.  George^s  — like  a  baby  hush'd  asleep. 
But  when  awake  can  shew  Britannia's  breed, 
The  charming  child  is  all  forgotten  then, 

McNab's — more  of  the  matron  than  the  maid, 
Simple,  sedate,  and  sisterly  in  mien. 
Inclined  to  negligence  in  the  attire 
With  some  attention  to  the  present  style 
Chignon,  and  plumes,  and  parasol  of  green, 
Albeit  the  dress  is  awkwardly  designed 
The  tidy  skirt  not  dragging  in  the  dust 
(A  favorite  philter  with  the  modern  belles 
Where  depth  in  mud  their  claim  to  caste  defines) 
And  shows  whoe'er  is  implicated  there 
Extravagance  has  not  the  artiste  been. 

Bold  in  address — tho'  bashful  to  begin. 
And  partly  termagant  when  rudely  touched 
Nor  waives  redress  when  it  is  requisite 
Until  forbearance  criminal  become. 
But,  as  a  pleasant,  unpretending  dame 
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For  quiet  more  than  quarrelling  disposed, 
Concealment  seeks  behind  the  bluff  whereon 
''Fort  Clarence/'  quite  a  veteran  volunteer, 
With  aspect  stern,  stands  guardian  o'er  them  both. 

Uncertain  what  reception  they  might  find 
A  flock  of  curlews  quivering  on  the  wing 
Between  them  huddled  in  confusion  fly. 
As  if  selecting  some  auspicious  spot 
Wherein  in  secrecy  they  might  descend 
And  rest  their  pinions  for  a  little  while. 
One  moment  lagging,  weary  like  and  low. 
Preparing  on  the  landwash  to  alight ; 
Another, — hov'ring  higher  in  the  air 
Till  a  more  careful  scrutiny  is  made 
As  if  aware  some  stratagem  unseen 
The  fowlers  there  have  for  their  ruin  Iiid 
Disastrously  accomplishing  the  end 
As  oft  the  few  that  fly  away  confess. 
Nor  less  the  evidence  they  leave  behind 
In  dead  and  dying  strew'd  along  the  strand. 

Advent'rous  vessels  flitting  to  and  fro 
Like  winged  insects  of  a  larger  type, — 
The  ''Beach''  whereon  the  lazy  Indians  lounge, 
Their  sluggard  lair  too  far  off  in  the  bush. 
One  frail  canoe-^the  only  that  moves 
Beside  them  stranding  on  the  shelving  shore — 
The  jutting  headlands,  and  the  creeks  and  coves 
Where  the  papooses  lave  their  naked  limbs. 
Unto  the  picture  gives  a  pleasing  grace. 
And  almost  audibly  breathes  this  is  home. 
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Adjacent  stands,  embosomM  in  the  wood, 
A  little  structure  of  the  simplest  kind, 
There  calls  for  reverence,  and  commands  respect ; 
Where  Afric's  sons  and  daughters  may  be  seen, 
Of  ev'ry  shade,  between  the  two  extremes 
Of  dark  and  light,  upon  the  Sabbath  day, 
Pious  and  prayerful,  fervently  engaged 
In  solemn  worship,  with  an  earnestness 
That  might  create  confusion  in  the  minds 
And  make  more  favoured  Christians  blush  with  shame. 
Nor  is  their  "  Bethel    less  the  house  of  God 
And  gate  of  heav'n,  than  where  the  Patriarch  slept 
And  made  his  pillow  witness  to  his  vow ; 
When  Angels  (what  a  lesson  to  mankind. 
On  us  Eliza  let  it  not  be  lost), 
A  retinue  from  glory — sentinels 
(How  low  in  our  esteem)  kept  watch  by  night 
O'er  Jacob's  couch,  that  couch  the  naked  ground. 

Returning  thence,  when  tempted  on  so  far. 
If  wearied  by  the  walk,  and  night's  dim  shades 
Begin  to  gather  ;  rest  beside  the  "  Rill," 
That  from  an  opening  in  the  mountainet 
(Unknown  to  fame  the  title  that  it  bears 
Or  only  known — its  native  nome  de  plume) 
Comes  down  at  leizure  creeping  through  the  glade 
Silent  and  sluggish  in  its  youthful  mood  ; 
Almost  too  lazy  to  keep  lagging  on, 
And  at  the  best  to  idleness  inclined. 
It  gives  no  promise  what  it  will  become. 
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A  nameless  urchin,  till  it  gushes  out 
Limpid  an<l  lavish  on  the  highway  side  : 
Childlike  and  charming  in  its  sportive  glee  ; 
No  girl  so  graceful  in  her  teens  can  boast 
One-half  the  tribute  to  her  beauty  paid, 
And  universally  admitted  just. 
Cheerful  and  chatty,  as  a  modern  belle, 
And  quite  as  void  of  bashfulness  it  smiles 
Unveird,  the  vestal  admiration  asks, 
And  whilst  it  captivates  the  careless  eye, 
The  little  Coquette  runs  away  to  hide 
Beneath  the  foliage  of  the  fleecy  ferns. 

Extensive  as  the  invitation  s^ems 
The  choice  could  be  extended  further  still, 
As  on  a  map,  correct  in  some  details, 
The  prominent  are  only  pointed  out, 
And  vacancies  for  filling  in  are  left, 
For  lesser  local  illustrations  there. 
The  beautiful,  the  picturesque  and  all> 
Those  features  finest  in  the  artist's  eyes, 
Cannot  be  in  a  small  edition  set. 
So  in  this  outline  rapidly  run  o'er 
The  narrow  compass  that  we  travel  in 
Allows  no  finished  touches  to  be  seen. 

Yes,  go  Eliza,  errands  such  as  yours 
No  guide  requires^  much  less  loquacious  friend 
Officious  kindness  is  far  out  of  place 
When  Silence  slumbers  in  the  summer  eve, 
And  not  a  breath  the  aspen  leaflet  stirs. 
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Not  to  recall  the  sorrows  of  the  past, 
Nor  nurse  the  anguish  in  your  bosom  hid ; 
But  with  a  heart  attuned  to  solemn  thought 
Upon  the  dispensations  that  have  been 
By  Providence  apportioned  to  your  lot, 
Tranquil  or  adverse  as  they  may  appear, 
Gracious  alike  in  chastisement  or  love, 
By  an  unerring  Benefactor  given. 

0,  is  there  not  in  such  a  blissful  hour, 
If  such  an  hour  you  ever  have  enjoy'd. 
Some  indescribable  sensations  felt, — 
Something  mysterious,  and  not  all  of  earth 
And  scarcely  dubious  if  it  be  of  heaven  ? 
Do  we  not  then  in  some  etherial  way 
Unmeet  for  utterance  to  mortal  men 
At  least,  unmeet  to  be  repeated  now 
Bring  back  impressions  of  a  purer  kind 
Than  what  to  natures  such  as  ours  belong. 

Ah  I  none  can  tell  how  thin  the  film  may  be 
That  separates  the  seen  from  the  unseen, 
Or  unto  what  extent  the  unclothed  are 
Familiar  with  our  ev'ry  day  pursuits. 
Or,  if  the  souls  removed  from  hence  possess 
More  attributes  than  when  sojourning'  here  ; 
Or,  when  divested  of  their  earthly  house 
If  more  commanding  faculties  they  share  ; 
Or  what  attention  it  is  theirs  to  give 
The  loved  associates  that  remain  behind. 


31 


Is  it  all  fancy,  or  a  waking  dream, 
Those  breathings  heard,  almost  to  silence  hush'd, 
A  mother's  ear  has  startled  when  alone, 
As  if  the  voice,  nay,  more,  the  very  tone, 
And  in  an  accent  unto  her  so  dear 
Had  at  her  knee  "  mamma,''  in  whispers  said. 
Perhaps  such  ear,  Eliza,  was  thine  own ; 
Aye,  and  the  whispers  audible  to  you 
Have  been  the  lisping  of  your  lovely  boy. 
And  who  can  tell  how  frequently  in  tears 
Such  audience  of  your  Henry  is  enjoy' d. 

On  me  persuasion  would  be  flung  away 
That  no  communion  with  that  cloud  may  be — 
Nor  overshadowing ;  frequently  intense 
Creating  longings  in  this  soul  of  mine ; 
From  that  "  great  cloud  of  witnesses"  arise 
And  who  can  tell  how  efficacious  still 
Amidst  life's  trials  and  vicissitudes. 
That  such  a  clause  in  our  poetic  creed 
May  stimulate  to  action, — or  restrain. 
To  some  this  may  a  fruitful  topic  seem 
Where  ample  scope  is  found  to  revel  in, 
Th'  impious,  and  the  ignorant,  who  dare. 
And  more  than  both,  the  infidels  presume 
In  wantonness  the  Scriptures  to  construe, 
And  to  their  own  destruction  give  them  shape  : 
Such  shape  as  ill-becomes  a  sacred  theme. 

In  our  belief  there  is  no  vacant  space 
Where  superstition  may  concealment  find, 
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Nor  welcome  in  our  countenance  is  seen 
For  apparitions,  ghosts,  or  spectres  wan  ; 
Or  any  of  that  legendary  horde 
Of  visitants  that  poets  feign  return 
From  the  abodes  of  misery  and  bliss, 
Or  some  imaginary  tract  between  : 
In  a  locality  that  has  no  bounds, 
Where  only  the  unpurified  have  place  ; 
And  without  license  wander  up  and  down, 
Restless,  malevolent,  and  cursed,  besides 
Designing  ill  and  sometimes  even  more  ; 
Accomplishing  it,  too,  when  darkness  reigns, 
As  ignorance  or  error  gives  them  scope. 
And  for  a  recompense  they  bear  the  blame 
That  often  should  to  recklessness  belong. 

The  time  has  been,  nor  is  it  quite  forgot. 
When  verse  enthusiasts  in  their  vag'ries  wove 
Such  airy  fantasies,  and  gave  them  haunts 
Unpeopled,  else  in  lone  sequester'd  spots 
In  crumbling  castles,  and  in  Border  Keeps, 
Dilapidated  camps,  and  ruinM  towers  ; 
Or  not  unfrequently  a  battle-field. 
Or  old  church-yard  they  occupied  by  night ; 
Forsaken  mansions  of  the  feudal  chiefs  ; 
Or  solitary  mounds  o'er  martyrs  raised. 
Nor  could  a  ripple,  or  a  running  brook 
Be  found  without  a  fancied  guardian's  care. 
Nor  were  they  of  a  habitation  choice. 
As  not  a  glen,  or  cairn,  or  crag,  or  cleugh, 
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But  by  possession  was  become  their  own, 
Wherein  to  rusticate,  what  time  the  moon 
Delights  to  flirt  among  the  fleecy  clouds. 
Or  to  the  landscape  in  the  autumn  eve 
Gives  loveliness,  as  light  and  shadow  blend 
And  cataracts  made  hoarse  with  boistrous  glee 
From  close  confinement  prodigal  become. 
The  echoes  startle  out  of  calm  repose 
To  join  the  chorus  in  the  hymn  of  ni^ht. 

Various  their  grades,  and  various  their  employ 
As  special  labours,  special  agents  claim, 
But  all  illusive,  melting  out  of  sight 
Like  wreathes  of  mist  before  a  fervent  sun. 
Those  wreathes  of  mist  we  have  so  oft  admired 
Which  in  the  fond  embrace  of  Silence  wrapt 
Lie  hush'd  asleep  on  Mount  Amelia's  breast, 
Until  awaken^  by  the  kiss  of  morn. 
When  blushing  to  be  openly  exposed 
Wait  not  to  share  the  smile  of  coming  day. 
But  courts  concealment  from  the  leafy  trees 
Or  fainting  fall  in  dewdrops  all  around. 

Such  the  originals  from  whence  have  sprung 
Those  gross  absurdities  of  fiendish  type 
Poetic  splendour  only  can  allow 
And  banishment  their  most  becoming  meed 
They  Vake  discordance  in  the  sweetest  lines  * 
That  Scottish  minstrelsy  has  ever  breath'd. 
Who  is  he  now  their  services  can  boast 
Since  "  Abbotsford was  desolate,  and  none 
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At    Altrive  Lake  *'  to  praise  their  labours,  left, 
Qr  bid  such  myths  in  border  ballads  live  ? 
Prunkards  and  dastards  at  the  midnight  hour 
N  Most  frequently  have  their  acquaintance  made, 
Put  hitherto  has  noonday  kept  between 
Your  Poet^s  vision  in  his  walking  dreams, 
And  demons  so  diminutive  as  these, 
Hence  unfamiliar  with  the  vagrant  brood. 
And  careless  of  the  company  they  keep, 
We're  not  at  home  for  once  if  the-^  should  call. 

'Mongst  the  recesses  where  such  hives  are  hatched, 
None  may  precedence  claim  of  Richerscleugh, 
(Tho'  less  a  genii  than  a  gipsey  haunt) 
More  fear'd  than  fameous  in  the  goblin  days, 
Albeit  in  fiction  it  has  found  no  place 
Quite  wanting  in  extravagance  and  age 
Essential  both  to  make  a  monstrous  lie 
Tho^  the  Maelstrom  on  the  Norwegian  coast 
Could  never  give  the  mariners  more  dread 
Than  travellers  by  Richerscleugh  have  felt 
Where  fifteen  generations  the  Kame-burn 
(A  tributary  of  the  Sylvan  Jed) 
Has  worn  a  passage  through  the  rocky  soil, 
Forbidding,  dangerous,  and  dark  and  deep, 
Where  not  a  sunbeam  pierces  thro'  the  gloom, 
And  ere  a  storm,  terrifically  strong 
Is  heard  a  volume  of  unceasing  sounds 
In  ev'ry  cadence,  and  of  ev'ry  kind 
From  treble  clef,  dpwn  to  the  lowest  bass, 
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With  all  the  notes  and  semi-tones  between 
And  all  at  once  in  fiendish  fury  peal'd, 
As  the  wild  waters  leap  from  lin  to  lin, 
Or  in  distraction  dash  against  the  crags, 
Fretted,  and  foaming  in  their  haste  to  find 
The  shapeless  masses  choking  up  their  path, 
That  daily  topple  from  the  bleeding  seams, 
Kept  desolate  as  when  asunder  cleft. 
Or  when  the  thunder  shakes  the  rain-cloud  loose, 
And  bids  it  roll  in  ripples  down  the  hills 
Until  the  "burn,^^  that  in  the  summer  brawls, 
Becomes  a  river  redolent  of  wrath 
Demanding  of  the  niggard  gorge  more  toom, 
And  dashing  onward  furiously  and  fast, 
Leaves  desolation  as  it  drives  along 
In  triumph,  bearing  to  the  banks  of  Jed 
The  leafy  honours  that  adornM  the  cleugh. 

Or  when  the  currents  chafe  with  long  delay 
In  creeping  through  the  crevices  between 
The  broken  boulders  in  their  pathway  piled. 
Are  plowing  the  foundation  placed  below, 
Or,  as  a  cauldron  of  capacious  size 
Boils  up  and  bubbles  into  steam  and  spray. 
The  gathering  rills  that  form  the  uplands  gush 
Pour'd  o'er,  or  splashing  down  the  precipice 
In  cataracts  collect,  and  crushing  on 
From  ledge  to  ledge,  relentless,  rugged,  rash, 
Hurl  rocks  and  rubbish  thro'  the  rough  ravinei 
And  in  derision  fliiig  them  side  by  side, 
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Where  gloom  and  grandeur,  lost  in  loveliness, 
Half  cavern  and  half  copse,  allows  them  leave 
(Necessity  might  influence  the  plea) 
To  wait  the  coming  of  another  flood. 

Out  of  the  chasm  with  hazels  overhung 
Oft  fancied  conversations  can  be  heard. 
And  not  a  shepherd,  from  the  Carterfell 
To  Brundenlaws,  or  ev*n  to  Plenderleath, 
But  can  unriddle  the  enigmas  there. 
And  their  denouements  tho'  in  symbols  wrapt, 
Could  in  the  language  of  their  eyes  be  read. 
But  held  disastrous  if  the  human  voice 
Should  audibly  a  syllable  pronounce. 
The  wierd  prognostications  might  unfold. 

No  similie  can  aid  us  in  the  task, 
Tho*  unsolicited,  we  have  assumed 
Of  introducing  to  Eliza's  ear 
(Tho*  fifty  years  familiar  to  our  own) 
The  endless  uproar  in  that  horrid  den. 
Or  what  sensations  there  unbidden  come. 

If  Photograph'd  in  minature  by     Chase  ** 
The  shadow  of  a  scimitar  would  give 
A  negative  of  faultless  lineaments 
Except  the  hilt,  if  finish'd  with  a  gem 
And  extra  gashes  in  the  yawning  gap — 
But  all  the  hissing,  howling,  horrid  din. 
No  fitting  representative  would  find. 
Too  cunning  these  to  cross  the  Atlantic  waves, 
And  dumb  before  the  transfer  could  be  made, 
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Or  lose  their  prestige  on  the  passage  out 
And  have  the  "Institution"  for  a  coop, 
Or,  at  Mount  Hope  a  habitation  find, 

Still,  after  nightfall  carefully  'tis  shunn'd 
As  the  abode  of  demons  in  disguise. 
Men  that  did  never  cringe  to  human  pride, 
Stern  and  vindictive  to  the  last  degree, 
Were  not  quite  strangers  unto  certain  rites, 
Would  from  Eliza  summon  up  a  smile 
Lest  their  displeasure  might  have  been  incurred 
And  once  a  native  ventured  to  assert 
That  when  the  moon  was  hid  behind  a  cloud 
He  saw  a  fairy  sitting  on  'a  bank 
And  impudently  laughing  in  his  face. 

To  such  a  place  and  such  a  parentage. 
Wherever  Scotland  has  a  gloomy  glen. 
The  Panthean  of  the  peasants  may  be  traced'. 
Some  of  their  Demi-Deities  are  bold, 
Or  sullenly  and  savagely  disposed, 
Untameable,  and  treacherous,  whilst  some 
To  be  domesticated  seem  inclined. 
And  show  a  kind  of  friendship  of  their  own. 
Even  comprehend  what  obligations  mean, 
Nay,  when  in  peril,  it  has  been  supposed 
Malignity  awhile  was  laid  aside. 
And  sometimes  favours  delicately  done 
As  unexpected,  as  kept  unexplained 
Acceptable  to  simple  innocence. 
Nor  could  such  nucleus  for  a  rude  romance 
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Be  found  so  fitting  for  the  mounta?ineers 

And  always  pleasing,  if  not  always  new, 

The  beau  ideal  of  the  Border  tales 

Among  the  rustic  qottagers  became. 

Nursed  by  repeating  into  shapes  mature 

And  oft  rehearse^,  their  actions  like  themselves 

Were  multiplied  as  the  narrator  felt 

How  much  the  crowds  that  listened  could  digest. 

Or  audiences  more  courteous  might  require 

Till  ''Richercleughs*'  were  by  the  peasants  heldi 

As  vast  and  various  as  the  Scottish  clans. 

If  obligation  to  apologize 
For  this  digression  (long  we  must  allow, 
Besides  its  being  almost  out  of  place) 
Eliza,  seldom  critical,  desire. 
The  simple  truth  will  suit  the  purpose  best, 
Nor  difficult  in  verse  like  ours  to  tell. 

Much  less  enamoured  of  the  Kelpie  cleugh 
Than  of  its  rich  associations  fond 
As  in  a  cemetery-^— where  the  dead 
Have  their  remembrance  chisell'd  on  the  stones. 
And  lest  the  living  should  their  freaks  forget 
Laconic  legends,  coupled  with  their  names 
Or  some  device,  or  epitaph  is  charged 
In  after  times  to  publish  their  exploits. 
We  may  revisit  in  remoter  years 
And  as  the  tablets  one  by  one  are  read. 
The  loved  associates  of  our  youthful  days 
Are  still  our  playmates  as  in  long  ago. 


Peculiar,  somethiog  unto  eaeh  pertai»9 

Delays  departure,  to  another  step 

That  proves  still  more  attractive  than  the  last, 

And  has  some  token  to  invite  us,  wherQ 

Another  school-boy,  or  another  girl, 

Perhaps  the  first  we  ever  blushed  to  meet : 

And  deeper  when  presumptuously  we  dared, 

With  trembling  lips,  to  leave  upon  her  cheek, 

Her  crimson  cheek,  0,  sweet  precious  dream  I 

The  futile  frenzy  of  a  beardless  boy^ 

Or  half  a  village,  copied  from  Camptown, 

Before  us  stands  in  pardonable  pride. 

Nor  is  one  vestige  or  a  visage  marr'd 

Tho'  in  the  dross  of  paej^^ry  kept  conceaPd— 

Hope,  crushed  %o  death,  and  friendship  in  tlie  grave 

Love,  strangled  in  the  bosom  gave  it  birth 

And  flush  ambition,  fallen,  alas  how  low  I 

The  over-studious  scholar  there  entomb' d  ; 

Mournful,  and  musing  on  the  records  left, 

0,  deem  not  strange  such  reminiscences  might 

To  Albyn  still  be  fascinating  found  J 

But  fascinating  more  those  filial  ties 

The  best  affections  of  the  heart  do  weavi§, 

Investing  all  the  sanctities  of  home. 

Nor  are  digressions  destitute  of  aim. 
And  in  a  poem  have  their  parts  assign' d : 
As  Valets  of  a  confidential  class 
They  have  a  licence  to  retreat— advance — 
Or  if  more  opportunie,  create  a  pause— 


40 


Meantime  the  subject  is  proceeding  on, 
Tho'  unto  you  like  useless  episodes, 
Even  whilst,  as  in  the  present  instance  seen 
(Tho*  not  perceptible  in  every  line) 
Illustrating  the  narrative ; — still  more 
Leads  to  the  closing  paragraph  in  ours. 

Our  sympathies  do  not  with  theirs  accord 
Who  desecrate  what  is  to  man  reveal'd. 
Or  prodigally  puff  it  all  away, 
As  something  useless  for  the  present  age, 
Or  far  above  our  comprehension  set, 
And  not  adapted  to  our  daily  walk. 
To  verse  like  ours,  tho*  oft  familiar  made, 
Forbidden  as  a  subject  too  abstruse  ]  ' 
But,  if  not  terrified,  at  least  we're  stunn'd 
By  the  prophetic  ruin  that  is  theirs, 
Who  make  additions  to  the  word  of  God, 
Or  with  devices  of  their  own  pollute 
The  hallowed  volume  of  eternal  truth  ; 
And  in  defiance  of  the  doom  pronounced 
Kefuse  to  hear,  and  criminally  bold 
Egregious  folly  on  its  pages  pile. 

Nor  less  those  plagues  shall  in  their  mission  fail, 
Without  condition  threaten^  unto  them 
That  in  perdition  claim  a  higher  caste. 
Nor  to  its  inside  limits  keep  confined. 
The  over-wise,  audaciously  profane. 
Who  lop  away  with  sacrilegious  hand 
What  unto  them  superfluous  may  appear, 
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And  mutilate  the  oracles  Divine. 

Were  this  a  poem,  it  might  finish  here, 
Or  if  a  sermon  it  would  be  too  brief ; 
As  it  is  neither,  and  yet  part  of  each, 
Let  me  for  once  be  fashionable  found. 
And  as  the  ladies  their  epistles  write. 
Leave  what  is  most  important  to  the  last, 
Then  in  a  postscript  add,  as  half  forgot. 

God  is  our  witness  ;  this  assertion  asks 
No  proof,  nor  of  an  argument  admits. 
And  since  it  is  without  restriction  made 
Of  course  is  universal  in  its  scope. 
Let  us  be  careful  how  our  days  are  spent, 
And  have  our  walk  and  conversation  so 
That  our  position  be  apart  from  those 
Who  by  divergence  in  the  path  of  life 
Seem  to  forget  the  latitude  of  heaven, 
And  make  no  due  observance  of  the  line 
That  lies  between  the  broad  and  narrow  way  : 
Indifferent  if  trampled  out  of  sight, 
In  search  of  shadows  far  beyond  it  seen, 
Which  vanish  swifter  than  is  the  pursuit ; 
Who  sit  with  scorners  in  the  scorner's  seat. 
Or  at  the  shrine  of  mammon  sacrifice, — 
What  slender  hopes  of  happiness  was  theirs. 
Or  crush  out  conscience  with  a  weight  of  gold. 
Or  do  dishonour  to  a  parent's  name 
To  gratify  a  fiendish  appetite  ; 
As  if  for  them  hell  were  not  hot  enough, 


42 


Calumniate  innocence  to  heat  it  more, 
Besides  the  curses  that  are  mingled  in 
Their  children's  prajers— if  they  ever  pray — • 
(Nor  can  the  retribution  be  condemn'd) — • 
Will  in  perdition  sink  them  deeper  down, 
And  in  the  presence  of  assembled  worlds, 
Instead  of  approbation  from  the  Judge, 
Shall  have  contempt  and  everlasting  shame. 

We  rest  here  now, — a  patent  legal  phrase, 
But  suits  our  purpose  at  the  present  time, — 
And  looking  o'er  how  we  have  been  employed. 
It  seems  as  if  a  Citizen  in  June 
Had  on  a  jaunt  into  the  country  gone 
To  rusticate  some  idle  afternoon. 
And  accidental,  more  than  by  design. 
Had  found  the  way  into  some  flow'ry  field, 
A  flow'ry  field,  but  more  of  weeds  than  flow'rs, 
And  tore  up  right  and  left  whatever  came 
The  readiest  to  his  hand, — no  connoiseur, 
No  Flor,  Bo  tan,  nor  Horticultral-is^, — 
Stranger  alike  to  dahlias,  fushias,  ferns. 
And  all  the  tribe  of  fashionable  names  ; 
Or  flower  or  weed,  to  him  was  all  the  same, 
Only  he  knew — or  rather  he  had  heard 
Of  what  sweet  odours  from  the  roses  came. 
And  what  perfumes  were  in  the  open  fields. 
So  with  a  bundle  in  his  kerchief  bound 
Eeturned  delighted  with  his  glorious  cruise. 
Even  so  the  labour  of  our  love  has  beeft 
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Quite  unacquainted  with  the  classic  modes 
Of  wreathing  verse  in  dactyles  or  spondees, 
Or  how  to  fashion  by  the  critic's  ken — 
All  the  outlandish  and  factitious  terms 
That  constitute  an  epic,  or  an  ode. 
To  gaudy  boquets  we  make  no  pretence  : 
This  simple  posey  the  Pierian  maids 
One  day  when  visiting,  with  Albyn  left 
Their  office  is  the  daring  to  adorn 
Rather,  to  soothe  the  sorrowing  be  ours. 


Dartmouth,  April  5,  1869. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


"  Let  those  laugh  now  that  have  before 
Been  laughing,  laugh  a  little  more ; 
And  such  as  never  laugh,  begin 
To  exercise  themselves  therein." 
So  did  a  heathen  poet  write 
In  long  ago,  as  apposite, 
And  applicable  we  admit — 
Appears  the  relaxation,  yet, 
Even  in  a  christian  age  like  this, 
It  does  not  seem  to  be  amiss. 
We'll  contribute  for  one  occasion 
Material  for  a  cachination. 
No  legend,  ours,  but  bona  fide. 
And  the  location  is  beside  ye  ; 
The  date,  that  scarcely  need  be  told, 
Is,  at  the  outside — two  months  old ; 
And  for  the  actors,  one's  a  showman, 
Another  both  a  squire  and  yeoman  ; 
The  third,  half-grown, — the  wanting  half 
We'll  pass  o'er  in  this  paragraph. 
It  generally  is  allowed 
Of  citizenship  he  is  proud  ; 
Presumptive,  too,  more  than  is  meet, 
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And  strongly  tinctured  with  conceit,. 

Altho'  its  sole  foundation  yet, 

Is  with  mysteriousness  beset. 

'Tis  true  that  "Festus'*  said  Paul  had 

With  too  much  learning  become  mad  r 

So  education,  in  our  days, 

A  dwarfish  brain  may  partly  craze, 

And  prompt  our  quondam  friend  to  pay 

Us  off  for  that  election  day. 

There  is  some  satisfaction  in 

Revenge,  albeit  allied  to  sin— 

^Tis  the  clandestine  mode,  and  mean, 

He  took  to  ventilate  his  spleen, 

We  censure ;  'tis  the  zeal  to  aid 

His  partner  in  the  stigma  trade. 

And  cautiously  a  nameless  Lyre 

Attempt  to  hide  from  Albyn's  ire  : 

Vain  subterfuge  !  the  cloven  foot 

Was  seen  protruding  thro'  the  Boot. 

But,  when  a  Boy  (how  erudition 

Might  dignify  a  man's  position. 

And  if  he  by  his  actions  lose  it. 

It  is  not  "Alma  Mater"  does  it,)— 

But  when  a  boy—  well,  we  allow, 

He  was  not  then  what  he  is  now : 

Some  traits  imposing ;  other  some 

Inviting ;  but  on  them  we^re  dumb  I 

Tho'  whilst  we're  chopping  law  and  logit^ 

Both  may  find  entrance  to  our  project. 
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As  we  intend  to  found  our  farce — on 
The  frenzy  of  a  stichit  parson  : 
Hence,  something  of  a  legal  kind, 
May  with  them  mingle  in  our  mind. 
And  in  the  trio,  there^s  no  doubt, 
That  something  curious  will  come  out, 
Whereat  the  very  jaws  of  coquettes 
In  levity  may  leave  their  sockets, 
And  the  more  moderate  escape 
With  faces  twisted  out  of  shape. 

Laughing 's  infectious  ;  there  is  none 
That  cares  for  laughter  when  alone, 
And  never  less  than  ten  at  least 
Should  laugh  in  chorus  at  a  jest ; 
But,  ten  times  ten  !  in  fact  a  crowd, 
Should  be  the  quorum  we're  allowed. 
Big  Bugs,  or,  specially  invited. 
Listening  to  what  we  have  indited. 
The  quota  of  their  mirth  to  cast  in, 
When  it  is  read  by  Joseph  Austen ; 
Or,  see  the  broad  grins — Motton  uses 
AAHien  he  the  manuscript  peruses. 

Pro  bono  publico  !  we  claim — 
To  write  for  neither  fun  nor  fame. 
Our  title  page  can  well  explain 
Why  we  invoke  the  Muse  again, 
Aud  grasp  the  pencil  with  a  will. 
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To  figure  makes  our  fingers  thrill. 
As  the  assaiPd  we  choose  the  brand 
Befitting  best  a  Poet's  hand, 
And  woe  to  those  with  wanton  aim 
Would  with  their  slaver  soil  our  name ; 
The  champion^  s  "scwZZ"  ma}'^  not  awake 
One  tithe  the  mirth  that  we  could  make, 
As  hypocrite  and  harlequin — 
Like  totums  on  our  tablets  spin, 
Tho'  not  among  the  upper-ten. 
All  would-be  "honourable  men/' 


RETRIBUTION. 


Nemo  me  impune  lacessit. 


"  Owe  no  man  anything, — bat  love.'' 
80  reads  the  Scriptures ;  we  approve 
The  precept ;  as  we  are  a  Poet, 
Feel  perfectly  content  to  owe  it. 
There  seems  to  be  no  limit  set 
For  cancelling  that  kind  of  debt, 
Not  even  a  syllable  is  said 
Of  when  the  payment  shall  be  made, 
Accommodation  never  will 
Have  terms  more  easy  to  fulfil ; 
Indeed,  it  seems  as  if  no  call 
Shall  be  for  principal  at  all ; 
But,  as  our  assets  may  accrue. 
We'll  pay  the  interest  when  due ; 
Taking  for  granted,  tho'  not  stated, 
Hate  should,  of  course,  be  ventilated ; 
And  from  the  funds  that  we  have  now 
Must  upon  Funnyman  bestow 
The  first  instalment ;  few  we  wot 
Will  envy  Gafier  of  his  lot. 
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So  learnM,  so  lapsed,  and  so  lame — 

Grives  him  a  preferential  claim  ; 

And  as  we  fill  cheques  now  and  then 

No  doubt  we'll  think  of  little  Ken — 

As  GalFer's  aider  and  abettor 

We  own  ourselves  to  be  his  debtor ; 

As  we  are  solvent,  he  can  wait,  p 

And  brood  upon  his  coming  fate, 

Then  by  and  bye,  tho'  times  be  dull, 

We'll  settle  his  account  in  full. 

Just  retribution  is  a  debt 
Of  honour — no  one  should  forget. 
And  always  to  be  promptly  paid. 
Nor  offsets  over  nicely  made. 
Give  Scripture  measure  for  what's  due — 
Pressed  down  and  running  over  too. 
No  compromises  can  atone 
For  insolence  in  any  one  ; 
Society  will  not  admit 
Of  less  than  compensation  fit. 
Especially,  where  spleen  or  spite. 
To  liquidation  does  invite ; 
Nor  to  be  weigh'd  by  consequences 
What  may  be  meet  for  some  offences ; 
But,  as  in  making  a  silk  purse, 
A  sow's  ear  is  not  worth  a  curse — 
So  poetry,  on  puppies  may 
Be  not  the  best  adapted  way. 


9 


What  odds  !  as  upon  this  occasion 
The  object  is  not  admiration, 
Yet,  possibly  by  our  coercion 
Outsiders  may  get  some  diversion. 
Nor  is  it  all  the  Poet's  fault. 
If  wanting  found  in  attic  salt, 
Our  similes  and  satires,  freeze. 
Or  scorch,  exactly  as  we  please  ; 
And,  even  when  inverted,  will 
Part  of  our  purposes  fulfil. 

A  farmer  in — terrorem  nails 
To  his  barn  door,  the  heads  and  tails, 
When  they  are  caught,  of  hawks  and  owls 
That  come  to  prey  upon  his  fowls ; 
Tho'  not  as  compensation,  yet 
Some  satisfaction  he  may  get, 
And  such  marauders  as  are  spared 
Deter  from  pilfering  in  his  yard. 
80,  we  intend  to  gibbet  some — 
To  poach  in  our  preserves  do  come. 

If  throwing  stones  to  them  can  give 
Delight,  that  in  glass  houses  live  ; 
Can  it  be  strange  if  those  they  hit 
Do  fling  them  back  should  they  think  fit. 
Ken  is  susceptible,  and  may 
Eegret  his  rashness  in  a  way — 
Perhaps  he  did  not  dream  of,  when 
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His  venom  goil'd  the  '*  Citizen.^ 
It  is  not  the  first  time  that  we 
With  vipers  made  a  little  free, 
And  those  that  fastened  on  our  hands 
Shook  olF  among  the  burning  brands. 
And  knew  not,  if  we  felt  much  harm,  in 
The  bites  of  such  disgusting  vermin. 
We''ll  find  enough  to  make  Ken  sorry, 
Without  the  family  Eunuch  story  I 
If  Gaffer  makes  the  balls,  and  Ken, 
For  his  amusement  flings  them,  then- 
Then,  by  the  castigating  powers, 
Retaliation  shall  be  ours. 
To  let  the  pair  escape  our  rhyme 
Would  be  both  meanness  and  a  crime. 
Be  it  remembered  we  are  none — 
Of  those  that's  tamely  trench 'd  upon  i 
We  give  no  quarter, — none  we  crave 
From  either  hypocrite  or  knave  ; 
But  hold  him  as  a  treachVous  foe. 
Beneath  the  belt  would  strike  a  blow^ 
And  them  assassins  seek  our  trac^ 
To  make  a  stab  behind  our  back. 
War  to  the  knife,  if  it  be  war 
What  may  be  done,  at  least  we  dare  ! 
No  sanctities  can  Albyn  see 
In  an  M.  A.  or  LLD., 
More  than  in  Gaffer,  or  in  Ken, 
To  paralyse  a  poet's  pen  ; 
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Even  if  there  is,  we  count  a  title, 
Of  no  more  value  than  a  spittle. 
Oar  nom  de  plume,  a  certain  guide, 
Of  what  we  are,  and,  where  abide, 
Nor,  of  such  questionable  shape 
To  be  mistaken  for  an  Ape. 

Nothing  anonymous  conceals 
The  open  front  of  Andrew  Shiels, 
He's  not  ashamed,  nor  yet  afraid 
To  face  his  foes  with  naked  blade, 
Provided  always  that,  behind 
A  hedge,  no  hiding  place  they  find, 
Or,  cover  with  that  sapient  sheet. 
The  "  Citizen,' '  their  cloven  feet ; 
His  visor's  up,  and  is  prepared 
The  character  he  has  to  guard, — 
'Tis  capital  too  fondly  prized 

That  reckless  ruffians,  tho*  disguised,  / 

However  much  to  pillage  prone, 

May  find  it  best  to  leave  alone ; 

Nor  is  he  ever  known  to  yield 

One  foot-breadth  on  the  battle  field, 

Tho'  a  gorilla,  fierce  and  keen, 

His  bold  assailant  erst  has  been. 

We  played  our  part  till  it  became 

More  calm  at  least,  if  not  more  tame ; 

Driving  it  off  to  Downing  Street 

To  publish  there  its  own  defeat ; 
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Tho'  all  the  uproar  that  it  made 
Could  not  to  sympathy  persuade, 
And,  saving  Gaffer  and  his  dog, 
Since  then,  we've  met  no  other  rogue. 

His  fate  might  have  admonish'd  K^'fi, 
To  be  aware  of  Albyn's  pen  ; 
iS'ot  much  Shiels  dreads  those  wicked  things. 
The  wasps,  though  all  of  them  have  slings  ; 
Still  less,  those  wanton  waifs  that  roam, 
As  clergymen,  away  from  home  ; 
Half  saints  professed, — 'but  then  the  fact  is, 
That  half,  is  seldom  put  in  practice, 
And  on  occasions  show  a  bias 
To  act  the  part  of  Ananias  ! 
Nor,  will  it  be  considered  strange 
That  some  of  them,  by  way  of  change, 
Or  rather  relish,  in  their  lives 
Have  concLibines,  as  well  as  wives  ! 
(Impatient  of  the  happiness 
That  fabled  Honeymoons  possess)— 
And  lay  aside  the  preaching  trade, 
AVhen  servant  girls  are  mothers  made. 
Or,  antecedents  prove  that  it. 
Might  be  thought  more  than  time  to  quit- 
'T  is  not  commendable;  bat,  then 
The  ministers  are  only  men— 
And  of  the  ci  cUvants  are  some 
That  carious  articles  become, 
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Even  dwindle  down  till  lost  among 
The  undistingLiishable  throng. 

Tho'  half  a  buzzard,  if  inclined, 
Ken  need  not  go  far  off  to  find, 
Nor  waste  his  precious  time  to  seek 
A  blush  for  his  unblushing  cheek. 
There  is  more  than  one  tender  spot 
At  home,  perhaps  he  think's  forgot. 
A  verse  of  ours,  without  his  leave, 
Could  instantly  from  time  retrieve, 
Or  pencil  in  a  paragraph, 
A  picture,  would  make  people  laugh. 
Tho'  little  Ken,  might  little  care, 
To  see  himself  distinguish'd  there* 

Altho'  directed  to  forgive, 
No  prohibition  positive 
Enjoins  how  far,  or  in  what  way, 
We  should  maliciousness  repay ; 
We'll  take  the  universal  plan. 
To  use  our  penchant  as  we  can. 
And  with  due  courtesy  report, 
Proceedings  in  a  Justice  Court. 

8ome  men  are  born  to  greatness ;  some 
Must  wait  with  patience  till  it  come ; 
Whilst,  actuall}^,  we  have  known  *em 
Had  greatness  suddenly  thrust  on  'em ; 
Even  imbeciles  have  felt  a  touch 
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At  times,  altho'  'tis  never  raiieh — 
They  always  come  back  to  the  level 
On  which  they  naturally  revel. 
In  such,  we  grade  him  number  four,, 
lie  may  be  less,  he  may  be  more, — 
A  genius  he,  it  must  be  owned, 
In  Dartmouth  frequently  ia  found  ; 
Of  giant  size,  but  brain  so  small. 
A  baby's  skull  might  hold  it  all. 
And,  in  the  place  of  common  sense, 
A  vast  amount  of  consequence. 
Determining  the  fine  or  fee 
A  culprit  mulcted  there  shall  be  ; 
It  matters  not  what's  said  or  sworn 
The  imposition  must  be  borne, 
,  And  woe  is  theirs  who  breathe  the  air 
Or  look  for  equity  in  there  ! 
Oh  !  out  of  J ustice  Shallow's  den 
Good  Lord  deliver  us  !  Amen. 

A  simple  fact  is  always  true, 
Altho'  the  dress  'tis  in,  be  new  ; 
But  Shallow,  by  his  legal  lore, 
Deem'd  that  it  could  be  less,  or  more. 
And  found  a  fabrication  must. 
If  made  on  oath,  be  counted  just. 
And  over-ruled  his  colleague,  who 
Sat  there  advising  what  to  do — 
Saying,  that  for  the  sport  we  made, 
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Only  one  dollar  should  be  paidl 
He  could  find  nothing  else  to  say, 
But,  then,  it  is  the  Dartmouth  way. 
Oh  !  oh  I  from  J ustiee  Shallow^s  den 
Oood  Lord  deliver  us  !  Amen. 

EPITAPH. 

Here  Gafter  Funnyman,  the  Lyre-, 
Lies,  who  told  lies  upon  the  squire ; 
Among  the  common  damn'd  degraded, 
Till  Satan's  company's  paraded. 

Gaffer,  was  once  a  Hebrew  teacher^ 
And  then  an  Antiburgess  preacher, 
Until  some  sort  of  a  disaster 
Made  twain  of  people  and  of  pastor  ; 
We  care  not  to  advertise  now 
The  over-curious,  as  to  how, 
Or  why  :  altho'  in  such  a  case, 
Tradition,  does  deserve  a  place, 
As  their  embellishments  might  add 
To  what  already  is'— too  bad. 
But,  it  was  deemed  that  near  Mount  Hope 
AV'ould  be  a  fitting  place  to  stop. 
As  vantages  of  various  kinds, 
A  student  in  that  structure  finds, 
When  symptoms  of  unruliness 
Insanity — in  part  confess. 
»So,  bye  and  bye,  he  got  a  home  in 
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Dartmouth,  and  acted  as  a  showman  ; 

But  stickit  ministers  are  there 

Considered  quite  a  small  affair. 

Legends  and  laziness,  did  each, 

Suit  Gaffer  better  than  to  preach, 

Tho'  most  officious,  it  is  said. 

Where  wealthy  widows'  wills  are  made, 

But  far  more  summarily  ejected, 

On  some  occasions — than  expected  ! 

Leaving  behind,  without  his  care, 

The  gold  chains  and  the  watches  there — 

Aye,  and  ihe  comfortable  doze 

He  had  upon  the  lounge,  to  lose, 

Where,  whilst  with  one  eye  shut,  he  slept ; 

The  other  on  the  coffers  kept 

Night  watch ;  or  in  the  nurse's  stead 

Could  render  help  if  there  was  need  : 

A  very  plausible  pretence 

For  covering  impertinence ; 

But  the  expulsion,  sharp  and  short, 

Spoil' d  all  the  meditated  sport, 

And  harshly  on  his  temper  grated 

Beyond  what  he  had  calculated. 

And  made  the  quasi  christian  creature 

The  incarnation  of  ill-nature, 

Especially,  if  in  the  e'ening 

An  extra  glass  was  intervening  ; 

Like  living  balls  of  flaming  fire 

His  eyes  betokened  savage  ire, 


11 


Wliilst  up  on  end,  stood 'ev'r}^  hair, 
Without  one  sign  of  sermon  there  ; 
Aye,  and  the  snout,  the  puggish  shapen, 
Appear'd  a  formidable  weapon  ; 
Its  purple  colour  gave  a  grace 
To  otherwise  a  fiendish  face, 
And  terse  and  terrible  his  tone 
Of  utterance  when  the  fit  was  on  : 
Some  people  thought : — but  we  prefer, 
Not  to  say  what,  in  case  we  err, 
And  then,  O  then,  but  was  not  he 
A  funny  looking  thing  to  see ! ! 
No  turkey  cock  could  well  be  prouder 
Of  his  make-up,  or  gabble  louder. 
Or,  strut  in  more  ludicrous  fashion, 
Than  Gaffer  in  a  pious  passion. 
80,  to  diversify  his  labour, 
An  ill  report,  raised  on  his  neighbour. 
Albeit  the  Psalmist  says: — such  will 
Have  no  abode  on  Zion  hill. 
And  then  besides,  as  people  know, 
He  turned  his  back  upon  the  Plow- 
Even  to  establish  his  position — 
Lean'd  o^er  the  margin  of  perdition. 
Feeling  or  might  have  felt,  what  verse 
In  epitaphs  may  not  rehearse. 
But,  ev'n  in  Justice  Shallow's  hearing, 
He  border M  closely  on  false  swearing  ; 
And  it  was  difficult,  forsooth, 
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To  keep  him  some-way  near  the  truth. 

But  that,  was  neither  here  nor  there, 

As  jadgment  had  been  given  ere 

The  case  was  heard  ; — ^to  some  this  may 

Seem  strange  ;  but  is  the  Dartmouth  way. 

It  is  the  faces,  not  the  facts. 

Upon  an  issue  there— that  acts* 

On  Sabbath  it  had  been  decreed 
(The  better  day,  the  better  deed,) 
On  Sabbath  !— *day  of  self  denial  ; 
Sabbath  I  the  day  before  the  trial 
It  was  announced,  O  shallow  mind  ! 
That  the  defendant  should  be  fined. 
And  right,  or  wrong,  no  odds  it  made 
When  Justice  Shallow  had  it  said  ! ! 
If  there's  a  place  that  does  compare 
With  Dartmouth ;  who  can  tell  us  where  ? 
That  we,  (forgive  our  selfishness) 
Another  wrinkle  may  possess. 

Had  he  been  bless*d  with  sense  to  try 
And  get  the  beam  from  his  own  eye, 
The  motes  that  in  his  neighbours*  swim 
Might  not  have  look'd  so  large  to  him  ; 
But,  '*  cruelty  to  animals  " 
An  incident  to  us  recalls 
In  Gaffer's  history  so  rude 
On  memory  it  will  obtrude, 
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And  looms  in  our  remembrance  still, 
"The  scene  of  it  is  break-heart  Hill ; 
The  time,  one  Sabbath  afternoon, 
About  the  month  of  May  or  June, 
Or,  if  'twas  in  the  season  later 
That  tlo€s  make  very  little  matter. 

When  on  his  oath,  forgetting  then 
(For  minist^ers  are  only  men,) 
And  difficult  'tis  to  exempt 
Some  of  the  cloth  from  our  contempt, 
And  it  is  just  as  like  as  not 
His  antecedents  were  forgot, 
Or  else  he  did  not  deem  it  scandal 
To  mail]  a  horse  with  a  hoe  handle  ! 
At  least  the  clumsey  looking  stick 
W as  just  as  long  and  just  as  thick, 
More  like  a  fencing  stake  than  whip, 
It  came  down  on  the  garran's  hip. 
And  had  a  deputy  to  aid 
Him,  in  the  savage  onslaught  made. 
Returning  home  from  preaching,  down 
In  the  precincts  of  Lawrencetown  ; 
And  by  his  measui'eraent  of  pain 
The  jaded  creature  did  complain  ; 
And  yet  the  sinner  loudly  prated. 
Because  a  dog  we  had  checkmated  ; 
That  nightly  with  a  burglar's  aim, 
Unseen  our  visitor  became  ; 
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And  in  our  lock-up  without  grudging-., 
Was  favour*d  with  a  few  hours  lodging ; 
Nor  martyr-like  with  a  Te  Deum, 
Had  been  embalm*d  in  the  Museum. 

Perhaps  he  did  not  know  that  we 
Were  present  then  and  there  to  see, 
The  outrage  on  the  poor  dumb  brute, 
Made  by  him,  and  his  substitute  ; 
But,  one  Cole  harbourite  at  least 
Denounced  his  treatment  of  the  beast, 
And  cursed  the  wretch  such  reckless  blows. 
Could  on  an  animal  impose. 
No  doubt  that  Gaffer  was  aware 
A  justice  Shallow  was  not  there, 
But  culpable  it  were  to  skip. 
That  relic  of  his  preaching  trip. 
Such  cruelty  had  never  been — 
Ere  then  in  all  Cole  harbour  seen. 
Nor  wdll  again,  since  dogs  became 
Synonymous  with  Gaffer's  name. 

Ah  !  now  we  are  forgetting  quite 
The  epitaph  we  have  to  write, 
Which  if  we  do,  our  readers  will 
Imagine  that  we  treat  them  ill ; 
And  lest  it  disappointment  give, 
We'll  now  resume  the  narrative. 
There's  no  apology  to  make 
About  the  zig-zag  course  we  take. 
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As,  just  as  it  comes  in  our  head, 
Sometimes  we  go  at  railway  speed. 
Or  if  there  be  a  special  cause, 
Are  not  averse  to  make  a  pause — 
But  seldom  fail,  when  'tis  a  person, 
To  let  him  off  without  diversion — 
Noting  the  demon  all  the  while, 
That  lurks  beneath  a  borrow M  smile. 

If  this  last  paragraph  seem  odd, 
Just  read  it  as  an  episode. 
Or  a  parenthesis  ;  digression 
May  comprehend  some  useful  lesson. 
Well, — Gaffer  falling,  falling  fast. 
Came  to  buffoonery  at  last ; 
Making  the  folk  that  cross  the  ferry 
With  his  Jie-ha^  ha-hawing  merry, 
Until  the  creature's  shrivll'd  soul 
Took  flight  at  hearing  a  dog  howl — 
And  these  few  strokes  of  Albyn's  pen, — 
Here  labels  him  fag-end  of  men. 

— Albyn. 


Dartmouth^  June^  1875. 
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WATER  LILY. 


Go  boldly  forth,  my  simple  lay, 

Whose  accents  flow  with  artless  ease, 

i.ike  Orient  pearls  at  random  strung : 

Thy  notes  are  sweet,  the  damsels  say ; 

But  oh  I  far  sweeter,  if  they  please 

The  one  for  whom  these  notes  are  sung.— Hatjz, 
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ANALYSIS  OF  THE  POEM. 


The  subject  proposed — apostrophe  to  the  Mayflower- 
inscribed  to  the  Speaker — difficulty  to  treat  an  original  subject 
— beauties  of  the  sacred  oracles — natural  tendency  of  events 
in  this  life  to  call  attention  to  another  scene  of  existence — 
some  symbols  of  Heaven  found  in  nature — the  flower-mania 
in  different  ages — the  water-lily  selected  as  the  subject  of  the 
poem,  its  aspects  and  influence — a  practical  illustration  of 
Divine  Grace  apparent  in  its  analogy  to  man — poetical  des- 
cription of  it — effects  on  the  imagination  produced  by  it — a 
monitor  to  the  poet — an  useful  study  to  the  preachers  of  the 
Gospel — enthusiastic  effects  of  it  upon  the  Indians — the 
Micmac  Chief — its  influence  upon  the  tribe — on  the  belle — 
on  the  peer  and  the  peasant — contrary  effects  exemplified  on 
a  little  orphan — fate  of  a  disobedient  son — the  dying  infant 
— influence  of  flowers  exerted  through  life — their  special 
uses— description  of  the  water-lilies  in  full  bloom  —  their 
poetical  inspiration — the  poet's  longings  to  be  like  them— 
concludes  by  adverting  to  the  time  when  they  may  be  his 
only  memorial. 


THE  WATER  LILY. 


Awed  by  the  numbers  of  the  martyr  host 
Once  crown'd  with  bays,  now  in  oblivion  lost — - 
By  adverse  fate  a  niche  in  fame  denied, 
Nor  epitaph — but  that  they  sung  and  died  ; — 
And  oft  admonish'd,  by  the  distance  still 
That  is  between  me  and  the  forked  hill, 
(Where  waves  the  laurel,  with  unfading  leaves. 
That  half  the  theft  of  hoary  time  retrieves) 
How  faint  the  hope,  that  e'er  the  sacred  vine, 
May  in  its  foliage  wreathe  a  verse  of  mine — 
I  pause  to  mark  some  wilding  in  the  West, 
Whereon  my  mem'ry  may  hereafter  rest ; 
Not  those  by  genius  from  Parnassus  torn— 
But  these  the  persevering  may  adorn — 
Some  simple  blossom,  native  and  unsung, 
Of  Nova  Scotia's  fragrant  lineage  sprung, 
Such  as  the  woodman's  hand  may  not  deflow'r. 
Nor  Micmac  banish  from  his  rustic  bow'r  ; 
And  could  I  choose — how  apposite  appears 
That  spotless  plume  the  water  lily  bears. 
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THE  WATER  LILY. 


Nurs'ling  of  Nature  !    Keepsake  of  the  past  !" 

Born  in  the  storm,  and  cherish'd  in  the  blast ; 

Record  of  lovers !  whether  to  thy  name 

April  or  May  paternity  lay  claim, 

A  transcript  of  the  Nova-Scotian's  mind 

Is  with  the  story  of  thy  life  entwined  ; 

What  time  the  school-boy  finds  thee  in  the  shadey 

The  deep  foundations  of  his  joy  are  laid, 

The  pure  emotions  that  ambition  gives. 

Within  his  bosom  then  awakes  and  lives. 

Thy  home,  the  wild,  the  frost  thy  swaddl'ng  band, 

Thy  beauty  brightens  by  the  tempest  fann'd, 

A  placid  smile  for  ever  on  thy  face, 

Tho'  clasped  firm  in  winter's  rude  embrace: 

Thy  purple  blushes  lavish'd  on  the  snow, 

Rich  in  perfume  and  captivating  glow. 

Unfading  still,  as  by  the  minstrel  breathed,  (^)^ 
Abide  the  virtues  upon  thee  enwreathed ; 
The  mirror,  where  Acadia's  daughters  see 
Their  charms  reflected,  may  be  found  in  thee: 
Our  statesmen's  ardour,  and  our  patriot's  fire, 
Thy  sybil  leaves  can  hush,  or  can  inspire ; 
Those  aspirations,  in  the  breast  of  Howe, 
Their  first  beginnings  to  thy  beauties  owe, — 
The  very  manner,  and  the  very  mien, 
Brought  "Ornus"  homage,  upon  thee  are  seen. (2) 
Sweetness  like  thine  can  tyranny  restrain, 
Nor  such  a  jewel  despots  dare  profane ; 
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And  unpretending  tho'  thy  form  appear, 
No  craven  eye  beholds  it  without  fear  ; 
O  !  ever  sacred  unto  freedom,  be 
The  happy  land  that  is  embalmed  by  thee  ! 

Legend  of  plighted  troth — and  broken  vow 
Forgotten — but  for  thee  forgotten  now  ; 
Those  promises,  that  unperform'd  remain, 
Are  in  thy  presence  whisper'd  o'er  again, 
(Alas  for  these  that  wantonly  impart 
A  secret  wound  to  a  confiding  heart) 
Hopes  that  have  been,  and  happiness  to  be, 
Smiles — tears — and  sighs,  are  register'd  on  thee  ; 
Pathos  and  pleasure  from  thine  odours  rise, 
And  pity's  tale  hid  in  thy  blossom  lies. 
Flow'r  of  the  forest,  by  the  muse  controll'd, 
My  numbers  now  may  not  thy  lore  unfold. 
But  ev'n  when  kneeling  at  thy  rival's  shrine^ 
The  yearnings  of  the  poet^s  heart  are  thine. 

'Tis  not  because  that  in  the  modern  time 
A  high  regard  seems  higher  set  in  rhyme. 
Nor,  that  the  letter'd  and  the  learn'd  may  see 
How  unforgotten  friendship  is  by  me. 
Nor  eulogise  your  cultivated  mind, 
Distinguish'd  justly  by  a  taste  refined. 
Young — that  the  muse,,  auspiciously  with  me, 
Commends  the  labours  of  our  love  to  thee, — 
But  that  my  own,  may,  with  the  ;^peaker's  namey 
Become  associate  in  the  rolls  of  fame^ 
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And  the  effusions  that  from  nature  spring 
Be  shelter'd  under  erudition's  wing. 

What  is  there  left,  when  poets  come  to  glean. 
In  Earth  or  Heaven,  that  prophets  have  not  seen  : 
What  unemploy'd  similitude,  that  still 
Some  sacred  purpose  is  not  called  to  fill  ? 
What  might  a  living  majesty  diffuse 
Upon  the  sculpture  fashion' d  by  the  muse, 
Is  set  apart,  and  syllables  in  rhyme. 
With  pigmy  fingers  point  to  the  sublime. 

Unto  the  lively  oracles  belong 
The  colours  blended  in  the  bow  of  song  ; 
John's  Revelation,  and  Isaiah's  verse, 
Extend  as  far  as  human  thought  can  pierce : 
Various  and  vast  in  beams  of  glory  shine. 
Their  images  of  Deity's  design  ; 
Nor  less  the  bold  conception  that  appears 
In  what  has  tingled  thro'  Ezekiel's  ears, — 
No  stroke  is  wanting,  tho'  the  strokes  be  few., 
In  that  appalling  profile  Nahum  drew  ; 
And  in  the  Epic,  Job  has  pencill'd,  Hves 
A  grandeur  only  inspiration  gives  : — 
Emblems  of  Love,  the  fiow'rs  around  us  rise. 
And  pow'r  in  symbols  sparkles  from  the  skies  : 
Nor  have  the  elements  a  type  that's  free 
Or  unprofaned,  if  borrow' d  now  by  me. 
Look  we  beneath,  where  torment  never  ends. 
And  all  that's  terrible  with  us  descends : 
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God's  wrath  ponr'd  out;  th'  inhabitants  that  dwell 

In  quenchless  fire,  prepared  for  them  in  hell. 

And  if  above,  among  salvation's  heirs, 

Whate'er  gives  joy  is  consecrated  theirs  ; 

Nor  is  the  sea  of  mingled  glass  and  gold, 

And  mighty  angels,  half  that  we  behold. 

But,  in  the  glow  of  metaphor,  we  seem 

To  see  the  souls  Messiah  did  redeem. 

And  almost  lift  our  voices  to  begin 

Thesongs  of  them  that  have  been  wash'd  from  sin , 

Can  it  be  strange  that  in  a  state  like  ours. 
Where  day  by  day  we  lose  life's  cherish'd  flow'r? : 
Where  oftentimes  the  heart  is  rent  in  twain. 
And  only  closes  to  be  cleft  again. 
If  in  the  visions  of  a  world  to  come, 
And  the  frail  tenure  of  our  earthly  home, 
O  !  is  it  strange,  if  what  may  this  succeed, 
Be  sometimes  forced  upon  our     earnest  heed 
Or  in  reflecting  where  reflections  yield, 
No  information  of  the  unreveal'd. 
If  yet  of  Heav'n  the  poet's  plastic  eye. 
One  figure  more  should  labour  to  supply : 
Or  that  the  harp  interpreting  his  mind 
Should  bid  it  live  v/ith  melody  enshrined. 

Need  I  exhaust,  what  may  exhausted  seem. 
Tho'  still  to  poets  an  exhaustless  theme; 
The  attributes  that  to  the  Rose  belong, 
Its  very  names  lends  sweetness  unto  song. 
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Or  bring  the  diamond  from  the  distant  mine^ 
And  bid  it  in  celestial  splendour  shine; 
Or  with  the  stars  of  morning  for  my  guide, 
The  dew-drops  gather  from  the  mountain  side ; 
Or  make  the  pearls  that  strew  the  mighty  deep, 
Unfold  the  secrets  they  are  charged  to  keep. 
No — all  to  me  are  tokens  from  above, 
And  bear  the  impress  of  Almighty  love, 
But  more  illustrious  to  poetic  eyes — 
The  glorious  Lily  on  the  water  lies. 

The  time  has  been — nor  distant  is  the  age, 
When  Roses  were  with  amateurs  the  rage ; 
The  mania  changed,  and  tulips  next  became 
The  incarnation  of  undying  fame  ; 
Then  rose  an  era  when  the  Dahlia  tribe 
Had  all  the  virtues  they  to  flow'rs  ascribe. 
And  now  surpassing  those  that  erst  have  been, 
Camellias  and  Japonica's  are  seen  ; 
What  bold  usurper's  destined  to  efface 
This  dynasty,  it  is  not  mine  to  trace; 
Or  what  exotic,  with  ephem'ral  pride, 
May  o'er  the  hot-house  multitude  preside. 
As  fancy  dictates,  or  caprice  inclines, 
Shall  be  the  household  Deity  that  shines. 
But  water-lilies  to  my  verse  can  give 
An  annual  verdure  and  a  name  to  live. 

When  from  repose  these  peerless  gems  awake, 
As  the  soft  zephyrs  kiss  the  tranquil  lake. 
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And  blushing  wavelets  to  the  shores  confess. 
To  them  how  pleasing  felt  the  fond  caress  ; 
In  strange  astonishment  the  mind  beholds 
A  living  type  of  Heav'n  beneath  their  folds ; 
Meekness  and  peace  and  innocence  and  joy. 
At  once  the  senses  and  the  soul  employ; 
They  seem  exempted  from  the  awful  doom 
That  robb'd  the  earth  of  its  primeval  bloom. 
And  in  the  incense  that  they  breathe  around. 
An  atmosphere  of  holiness  is  found. 
Could  spirits  dwelling  in  the  realms  of  bliss, 
Pass  the  fixed  gulf  and  be  our  guests  in  this, 
How  meet  it  were  their  communing  with  ours. 
Should  be  the  speechless  rhetoric  of  flow'rs, 
And  what  immortals  would  to  mortals  say — 
The  water-lilies  could  to  them  convey. 

Another  end — and  more  important  still, 

(To  us  the  most  important  they  fulfil) 

Is  to  the  senses  evidence  address, 

Of  what  the  souls  that's  sanctified  possess. 

And  aid  perceptions  that  we  entertain, 

Of  what  they  are  that  have  been  born  again  ; 

There  Nicodemus  might  behold  them  stand, 

An  illustration  of  the  Lord's  command ; 

Nor  faith  be  stagger' d  where  the  eye  perceives 

His  doctrine  symbol' d  on  their  snowy  leaves. 

And  the  transforming  influence  of  grace 

In    operation  "  on  our  fallen  race ; 
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Upon  their  structure  vividly  pourtray'd 
Without — beyond  imagination's  aid. 
AUke  to  the  wayfaring  and  the  wise. 
The  pleasing  paraphrase  that  meets  our  eyes ; 
In  their  transition  from  the  vile  of  things, 
And  soaring  sunward  with  rejoicing  wings, 
Are  we  not  taught  regenerating  power 
And  bliss  begun  by  this  enchanting  flower. 

Ah  !  had  that  emblem  never  bless'd  the  sight 
Nor  bared  its  bosom  to  the  beams  of  light ; 
Could  fancy  picture — or  could  hope  disclose, 
What  such  a  mirror  to  the  sceptic  shows ; 
'Tis  not  by  chance  analogy  became 
So  closely  copied  from  the  human  frame, 
Nor  that  a  fabric  that  in  filth  began, 
Should  evidence  affinity  to  man, 
And  without  trenching  upon  hallow'd  ground 
Still  stronger  might  the  simile  be  found. 

Pre-eminent  in  attributes  and  grace. 
Above  its  fellows  of  the  floral  race : 
A  purer  element  than  earth  is  given 
To  this  imposing  messenger  of  Heaven, 
In  attestation  of  the  higher  pow'rs, 
It  manifests  among  the  elect  flow'rs 
Nor  would  ev'n  reason  daringly  persuade, 
It  bloom' d  for  nothing  but  that  it  might  fade, 
Or  count  the  musings  that  it  may  inspire, 
The  empty  flourish  of  a  frenzied  lyre. 
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Beauty  is  there — but  is  not  there  alone, 
The  sister  graces  duster  round  that  throne ; 
Quiescent  some — some  more  with  pomp  appear^ 
And  the  insignia  of  their  order  wear. 
There  modesty  still  bashful  to  be  seen, 
Altho'  at  home — on  loveliness  doth  lean. 
Whilst  loveliness  shows  a  confiding  air, 
And  lovelier  seems  to  see  her  fav'rite  there. 
Untouched  by  nature's  pencil  is  the  hue 
Of  innocence — yet  naked  to  the  view. 
Her  tresses  are  not  braided  up  beneath, 
Such  circlet  as  her  fellow-virgins  wreath : 
But  in  uncropt  luxuriance  at  her  feet, 
Unclasping  thence  the  volumed  ringlets  meet; 
Nor  are  the  charms  that  sweetness  call  her  own 
There  undistinguished  or  their  power  unknown; 
In  vain  her  mantle's  amplitude — and  vain 
The  measured  distance  that  she  would  maintain. 
When  thro'  the  blush  of  mingled    gold  and  green, '^ 
The  magic  bracelets  of  the  nymph  are  seen, 
And  in  her  smile  an  amulet  is  found, 
Disarms  the  envious  of  the  power  to  wound. 

Can  it  be  fancy,  or  does  pleasure's  voice 
Bid  the  faint  pulses  of  the  heart  rejoice, 
I  hear  a  tone  ascending  from  the  lake, 
More  exquisite  than  ev'n  the  harp  can  make; 
Ineffable  thro'  ev'ry  nerve  it  thrills. 
And  the  rapt  soul  with  deep  emotion  fills: 
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'Tis  the  celestial  visitants  begun 

Their  salutations  to  the  rising  sun ; 

Whilst  from  the  liquid  temple  every  eye, 

Instinctive  opens  to  the  orient  sky  ; 

Their  leaves  are  vocal  with  the  hymn  of  praise, 

Thatev'n  the  flow'rs  to  their  creator  raise. 

Woe  to  Bethsaida — to  Chorazin  woe, 
Exalted  high — their  doom  is  to  be  low; 
If  Sodom  and  Gommorha  against  them 
Be  made  the  evidence  that  shall  condemn, 
Pause  not,  O  !  Albyn,  to  record  the  shame 
Of  infidels  that  bear  the  christian  name ; 
But  tremble  lest  the  water-lilies  be 
in  the,  last  judgment  found  accusing  thee. 

How  oft  distracted — and  distracting  flow 
The  preacher's  periods  to  an  answering  blow  ; 
How  oft  the  emphasis  of  deep  alarm. 
To  trembling  souls  he  seconds  with  his  arm  ; 
Attesting  stamps  the  awful  message  seal, 
The  text  tho'  tortured  scarcely  will  reveal, 
And  illustrations  turn'd  to  ev'ry  shape, 
Let  not  a  shadow  of  the  truth  escape. 
Were  it  not  christian  tho'  the  pious  storm, 
Should  from  the  lilies  take  a  milder  form. 
And  learn  from  these  ambassadors  to  move 
The  harden'd  sinner  with  a  voice  of  love, 
Not  less  efficient  what  they  do  unfold, 
Tho'  with  the  meekness  of  a  cherub  told. 
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Mark  yonder  student  in  a  reveriej 
On  what  has  been — or  what  is  yet  to  be : 
Some  subtle  thesis  that  he  must  explore. 
To  gnage  his  depth  in  Academic  loTe, 
Perchance  the  plague  the  seventh  angel  poms 
On  this  devoted  atmosphere  of  ours  ; 
Or  what  is  more  mysteriously  sublime, 
Prophetic  Time  and  Times — and  half  a  Time  ; 
Or  if  the  last  interpretation  given, 
Of  the  eighth  beast  that  cometh  of  the  seven, 
Ev'n  it  that  was  and  is  not — shall  be  found 
In  the  Imperial  President  when  croion^d ; 
Or  whether  reprobation  or  free  will, 
Require  the  mission  that  he  must  fulfil : 
All  fruitful  themes  unto  a  student's  mind, 
The  more  if  either  be  t<5  him  assign'd. 

Not  now  the  subject  that  demands  my  song. 
What  exercises  unto  him  belong; 
But  mark  him  yonder  in  the  noon-day  heat, 
Beside  lake  Manor  seek  a  cool  retreat ;  [there. 
How  changed  the  footsteps  that  have  brought  him 
To  quiet  study  and  refreshing  air; 
The  task  delay'd  that  he  retired  to  con — 
And  ev'ry  trace  of  gravity  is  gone; 
The  full-blown  lilies  on  the  waters  brim, 
A  more  congenial  sermon  seem  to  him ; 
Feeling  and  frame  that  thoughts  profound  benumb 
At  once  elastic  and  intense  become, 
2 
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O'er  fence  and  field  he  speeds  with  lighter  pace, 
Than  the  fleet  moose  tho'  quicken' d  by  the  chase  : 
Howe'er  forbidding  at  another  time. 
The  hostile  briars — nor  less  appalling  slime. 
Impervious  barriers  in  a  leisure  stroll, 
Now  goad  their  victim  more  than  they  controul : 
Each  tortur'd  term  that  tells  the  owner's  ire. 
Adds  to  the  frenzy  that  the  flowers  inspire : 
Woe  to  the  grassy  margin  yet  unmow'd, 
Woe  to  the  cluster'd  berries  dash'd  abroad. 
Woe  to  the  rose  leaves  that  around  him  fly. 
Like  flakes  of  snow  descending  from  the  sky. 
And  woe  is  his — the  source  of  so  much  woe — 
Plung'd  in  the  lake  amongst  the  ooze  below. 
Ah  !  what  advantage  might  not  ardour  gain. 
If  zeal  and  prudence  were  no  longer  twain  ; 
Not  then — not  then  unto  the  swift  and  strong. 
The  race  and  battle  henceforth  would  belong, 
Nor  enterprize  less  frequently  obtain 
What  ill-directed  energy  makes  vain, 
Whether  the  aim  might  be  ephem'ral  gems 
Or  palms  imperial — earthly  diadems. 

O  thou  unerring  Counsellor  I  who  still 
Delights  in  good,  and  frowns  on  what  is  ilL 
Vicegerent  given  in  mercy  unto  man !' 
Attend  my  footsteps  thro'  life's  less'ning  span : 
Whilst  others  tread  on  honor's  dizzy  steep,. 
Or  up  the  glaciers  of  ambition  creep, 
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Bid  me  contented  walk  the  lowly  vale 
Where  fame  ne'er  stoops — nor  envy  can  assail ; 
Far  from  temptations  that  the  rich  ensnare, 
Nor  agonized  with  over-anxious  care, 
Where  seeds  of  discord  never  yet  have  sprung 
Nor  feeling  hearts  with  misery  are  wrung ; 
In  faith  unwav'ring — to  my  Country  true, 
Nor  grudge  my  neighbours  ev'ry  one  his  due- 
Such  the  example  that  a  parent  gave, 
Such  the  probation  meet  for  me  to  crave, 
And  if  within  my  bosom  there  arise 
Another  wish  the  muse  may  not  baptize, 
Let  kindred  spirits  read  the  sacred  thought 
Which  Heav'ns  own  pen  upon  the  Lilies  wrote. 

Not  to  the  ken  of  connoisseurs  consign'd 
The  Lily-s  language — there  the  Indians  find 
(Tho'  native  unto  them)  what  never  tires 
The  eagerness  of  unrestrain'd  desires ; 
With  eyes  dilated,  statue-like  they  stand, 
As  if  a  sorc'rer  stayed  them  with  his  wand  ; 
Lost  in  a  whirlpool  of  delight  and  awe, 
Seem  the  old  warrior  and  his  wither'd  squaw,-- 
Whatever  is  blazon'd  on  the  beauteous  gem, 
More  must  be  present  in  the  mind  to  them. 
The  bow  neglected  lies  upon  the  beach, 
The  frail  canoe  is  floating  from  their  reach,  * 
Their  wigwam  distant — hunger's  pressing  claim— 
Uncertain  always  where  to  find  the  game. 


20 


THE  WATER  LILY. 


Forgotton  these — and  with  the  settmg  sun 
Their  pleasure  seems  but  only  new  begun. 

Here  comes  the  chief — a  man  of  many  years(3) 
Beyond  the  scripture  term  his  age  appears — 
Firm  and  erect  he  treads  the  new-mown  field- 
But  in  his  eye,  a  tear  is  ill  conceal'd ; 
In  courteous  bearing  his  advance  is  made 
To  pray  a  favour  not  to  be  gainsay'd, 
Brief  is  the  parlance  Indian  audience  needs. 
And  thus  at  once  the  embassage  proceeds  : 

"  1  say,  goodman — this  land  that  now  is  yours, 
When  Paul  was  young  was  woods,  and  it  was  ours. 
This  naked  hill  was  then  a  hunting  ground, 
Where  caraboo  the  Indians  always  found, 
Here  too  the  moose — but  moose  do  never  roam 
Where  the  white  man  destroys  their  shady  home  : 
Nor  are  the  nurs'lings  of  the  forest  seen 
Where  corn  is  planted,  or  the  scythe  has  been. 
Our  game  are  gone — but  I  remember  when 
Beside  this  spring  the  bear  did  make  his  den, 
And  on  that  lake  (the  only  thing  I  see 
That  shows  a  friendly  countenance  to  me,) 
Upon  that  lake  in  numbers  without  name, 
Prey'd  ducks  and  otters,  or  a  prey  became. 
On  that  lean  barren  where  no  bush  now  grows. 
The  pines  and  hemlocks  in  their  might  arose, 
And  on  their  branches  basking  in  the  sun, 


THE  WATER  LILY. 


21 


The  eagles  rested  when  their  flight  was  done. 
Here  on  this  spot — can  Paul  this  spot  forget, 
Where  the  first  wigwam  that  he  made  was  set  ? 
Can  Paul  forget  when  Aa-pa-tes  became 
The  children's  mother  who  have  borne  his  name? 
No — here  each  summer  since  she  went  away, 
I  come  for  lihes  on  her  grave  to  lay  ; 
And  here  goodman,  I  come  to  ask  of  thee, 
That  my  last  wigwam  on  this  spot  may  be."' 

"  I  know  the  winter  is  approaching  nigh 
When  the  red  leaves  drop  from  thebonghsand  die, 
I  know  the  tempest  will  be  talking  soon, 
When  the  broad  belt  is  gathered  round  the  moon, 
And  when  my  people  and  my  home  are  gone, 
(Ev'n  to  a  dog  companion,  I  have  none) 
1  know  the  arrow  must  have  left  the  bow, 
That  the  Great  Spirit  shoots  to  bid  me  go, 
And  in  the  shade  of  these  remaining  trees, 
That  look  defiance  at  the  northern  breeze. 
With  bush — and  lake — and  lilies  in  my  view, 
(Goodman — I  long  to  bid  this  world  adieu.'- 

When  scatter'd  tufts  of  Summer's  blissful  green 
Amidst  the  wreck  of  Winter's  reign  are  seen, 
From  the  recesses  of  the  distant  brake. 
The  hunter  brings  his  bow'r  beside  the  lake, 
And  the  first  leaves  that  on  the  waters  rise 
Are  unto  him  the  highest  earthly  prize. 
How  little  latitude  to  me  appears 
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Between  the  bouquet  that  the  red  man  bealrs. 
And  those  his  brother  counted  more  refined, 
With  labour  culls  to  gratify  his  mind, 
Or  still  more  vain — in  sceptre  shapen  toys, 
Ambition's  dream  precariously  enjoys. 
Give  Queen  Victoria's  state,  it  would  not  bribe 
Yon  dark  eyed  maiden  of  the  dusky  tribe, 
To  yield  the  lily  that  her  lover  wove 
Amongst  her  tresses  in  the  leafy  grove. 

Nor  are  the  bosoms  of  the  younger  groupe 
Untouch'd  with  joy,  tho'  blended  with  the  whoop: 
There  savageness  in  miniature  is  seen. 
Thro'  eyes  that  might  be  envied  by  a  queen  ; 
Ev'n  to  the  least  amongst  them  all  are  known  : 
The  pagan  altars  that  their  patriarchs  own, 
Mysterious  gestures  'scaping  unaware, 
The  spirit  of  their  fallen  faith  declare. 
And  tho'  they  can  some  ritual  fulfil, 
The  water  lilies  are  their  idols  still. 

Nor  has  the  belle  an  amulet  0|f  pow'r. 
To  guard  her  from  that  fascinating  flow'r ; 
Those  eyes  that  leave  confusion  in  their  wake, 
Unquestion'd  rivals  find  upon  the  lake. 
And  in  the  tear-drops  that  disturb  their  gaze, 
Is  seen  the  sceptre  admiration  sways. 

For  once  at  least  the  peasant  and  the  peer 
(Perchance  unconscious  that  they  are  so  near, 
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That  bom  to  labour— ^fA/s  with  honors  crown'd) 
Rapt  m  the  laVrinth  of  dehght  are  found, 
And  in  the  speech  that  is  not  utter' d — tell 
What  ecstasies  within  their  bosomis  dwell  ; 
The  spell-bound  fingers  that  spontaneous  rise, 
From  each  forget  their  office  in  surprise, 
And  only  by  their  attitude  is  told 
It  is  the  lilies  that  they  both  behold. 

Yet  joy-inspiring  as  th€y  do  appear, 
To  many  a  heart  they  painful  mem'ries  bear, 
Fountains  of  grief  that  time  can  ill  restrain, 
How  oft  by  them  are  open'd  up  again. 
And  in  their  season  incidents  arise 
Of  deeper  caste  than  fancy  can  devise. 

One  morning  early,  as  the  July  sun 
His  journey  thro'  a  cloudless  sky  begun, 
Beside  the  channel  where  the  lake  comprest 
Into  a  streamlet  wanders  to  the  west, 
A  little  orphan  stood  among  the  grass 
And  wrung  her  hands  in  pitiful  distress, 
To  ev'ry  question  that  the  Bard  could  frame. 
She  only  answered  Martha  was  her  name. 
•■'Who  art  thou.  Martha?    Tell  me  whence  ye 
came  ? 

Why  do  you  weep  V'    The  answer  was  the  same. 
"  What  is  it,  child,  that  causes  you  such  woe  ? 
Where  is  your  home  or  whither  would  you  go  ? 


24 


THE  WATER  LILT, 


Have  you  a  mother?  Are  you  lost,  or  ill?" 
But — Martha — Martha — was  the  response  stilL 
"  Then  Martha  hush" — in  sympathetic  tone 
Said  Albyn,  touch'd  with  sorrows  not  his  own ; 

Be  hush'd,  nor  weep,  and  your  reward  shall  be 
The  prettiest  Lily  in  the  lake  you  see.'' 
"  Oh  !  no,  no,  no,"  the  wailing  one  replied, 

They  are  too  like  my  mother  when  she  died.'' 

'Twas  noon  at  Preston  on  a  sultry  day. 
And  husbandmen  were  harvesting  their  hay. 
When  young  Loraine  (an  aged  mother's  pride 
And  she  a  widow)  threw  his  scythe  aside, 
And  went  to  swim  in  a  delightful  pond, 
That  lies  embosom'd  in  the  vale  beyond; 
It  was  a  scene  where  nature's  simple  smiles 
The  fretted  spirit  to  repose  beguiles ; 
A  moss  pavilion  by  the  musquash  rear'd 
Amongst  the  sedges  on  the  shore  appear'd. 
Some  scatter'd  fowl  upon  the  surface  play'd, 
Nor  of  their  new  companion  seem'd  afraid, 
And  Flora's  stars  around  the  crystal  throne 
In  all  their  splendour  prodigally  shone, 
Whilst  on  a  pine,  the  patriarch  of  a  few 
Remaining  still  where  once  the  forest  grew^ 
A  clam'rous  raven  with  ill-omen'd  note 
Made  half  the  sense  of  solitude  forgot  ; 
Not  more  inviting  'neath  a  burning  sky 
Is  an  oasis  to  the  trav'l^r's  eye, 
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Than  to  the  youth  was  such  a  calm  retreat, 
When  overpower'd  with  Summer's  fervent  heat/ 

Impatient,  reckless,  almost  uncontroll'd. 
Indulged,  until  indulgence  made  him  bold, 
What  virtues  in  obedience  are  embraced, 
Were  early  from  his  filial  creed  effaced. 
And  the  beseechings  of  maternal  tears 
Made  faint  impressions  in  maturer  years ; 
It  was  a  crime — an  insult,  to  persuade, 
And  to  advise  (with  him)  was  to  degrade ; 
Thus  plung'd  amidst  a  paradise  of  joy, 
No  dream  of  danger  there  restrain'd  the  boy, 
But  as  in  heedless  happiness  he  threw 
The  foambells  'round  him  where  the  Lilies  grew. 
Ere  yet  his  fingers  touch'd  the  tempting  spoil 
He  counted  certain  to  reward  his  toil, 
The  tangled  roots  his  pliant  limbs  ensnar'd, 
And  he  was  drown'd — alas  !  how  unprepared  !. 
Vain  was  his  conflict  with  the  mighty  foe, 
And  vain  his  shrieks  of  agonizing  woe  ; 
Oft  in  those  moments  when  I  would  rejoice, 
I  seem  to  hear  that  terrifying  voice 
Screeching — "  My  brother,  O  my  brother,  oh  ! 
Fm  lost  for  ever,"  as  he  sank  below. 

O'er  his  pale  infant,  on  the  bed  of  death. 
That  gasps  and  struggles  for  another  breath. 
Alive  to  every  charm  a  partial  eye 
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Feign'd  and  unfeign'd,  in  children  can  espy, 
The  father  bends — o'erwhehiied  in  mute  despair. 
(The  sainted  mother's  miniature  is  there)  : 
Lo  !  as  he  watches  for  the  parting  throe. 
That  tells  the  triumph  of  our  mortal  foe, 
The  mandate  seems  suspended  for  a  while. 
And  hope  rekindles  with  a  kindling  smile 
As  the  fond  suff'rer  stretches  out  her  hands 
To  reach  the  vase  that  on  her  toilet  stands, 
And  with  a  sweetness  death  could  not  disguise 
Lisps  out — "  Papa,  one  Lily  now" — and  dies. 

How  little  more  the  hero  and  the  sage — 
Those  proudest  names  in  the  historian's  page- 
How  little  more  than  what  a  baby  craves. 
Is  all  at  last  they  carry  to  their  graves  : 
What  happiness  to  know,  when  they  must  die. 
If  but  a  Lily  may  their  wants  supply. 

Shall  then  the  Rose  a  cast-away  be  made, 
And  all  the  honours  perish,  to  it  paid  ; 
Shall  ev'ry  flow'ret  hence  a  mute  become, 
And  the  companions  of  the  Boudoir  dumb  : 
Must  the  first  playmates  of  our  early  years — 
That  shared  our  smiles  and  saw  us  shed  our  tears, 
By  mem'ry  cherish'd  with  maternal  care, 
And  Time  itself  almost  consents  to  spare. 
All  the  "  familiar  faces"  that  are  still 
Welcome,  thrice  welcome  guests  at  ManorhilL 
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Be  unremember'd  and  no  place  be  found 
For  what  has  made  our  homes  like  holy  ground : 
Or  give  the  halo  that  around  them  plays 
tJnto  the  herald  of  millenial  days? 

Forbid  it  love— your  empire  still  maintain : 
Forbid  it  hope — nor  earthly  bliss  profane  ; 
Forbid  it  gratitude — thou  spark  divine  ; 
To  guard  alfection's  treasury  be  thine ; 
Let  ev'ry  star  (for  stars  to  me  they  bloom) 
Retain  its  splendour  and  its  sweet  perfume, 
Each  has  its  virtues — and  tho'  various — each 
A  mode  of  converse  that  the  heart  can  reach. 
Their  mission  brief  but  opportune— to  bless 
A  present  world  and  aid  our  happiness, 
And  if  devoid  of  faculties  to  know 
What  adulations  we  on  them  bestoW; 
They  have  a  glory — but  no  glory  theirs 
Compared  with  that  the  water-lily  shares. 

'Tis  not  unlicensed  thus  the  thought  pursues 
A  devious  tract  in  fancy's  avenues, 
Thus  too  returns — delighted  to  return 
And  make  life's  taper  more  auspicious  burn, 
Still  pleased  to  find,  however  far  it  roam, 
The  sweetest  perfumes  are  the  nearest  home. 

When  has  the  wildest  of  enthusiasts  known 
Or  dream'd  of  banquets  equal  to  our  own  ; 
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Not  banquets  blent  with  bacchanalian  rites, 

But  these  the  soul  to  ecstasy  invites ; 

When  the  bright  rainbow  o'er  the  landscape  cast 

In  beauty  stands  magnificently  vast, 

And  soften'd  sunlight  mingling  with  its  rays. 

In  ev'ry  tint  imaginable  plays 

On  the  blue  mirror  of  the  vestal  host 

That  shone  in  paradise  ere  it  was  lost, 

Another  sun  there  and  another  bow 

Look  upward  from  the  azure  vault  below. 

And  other  Lilies  to  another  sky 

Display  the  glories  that  upon  them  lie. 

The  diamond's  lustre  and  the  ruby's  gleam, 

With  gold  and  beryl  involved  and  sep'rate  seem. 

Onyx  and  Opal — and  the  various  hues 

That  em'ralds  yield  and  living  pearls  infuse, 

Now  one  from  one  by  discipline  unseen 

Dividing  spread  and  leave  a  space  between; 

Now  swept  together  like  an  ensign  torn 

From  the  irradiant  mantle  of  the  morn, 

Or  wove  in  bracelets  clasping  in  the  sky 

Stampt  with  the  autograph  of  the  Most  High. 

Ah  !  vain  alike  the  poet's  airy  thought, 

And  the  achievements  by  the  pencil  wrought, 

To  bind  in  verse  or  bid  the  canvas  show. 

Millenial  omens  of  a  brighter  glow. 

Touch'd  by  those  transports  that  the  trav'ler 
When  lost  Assyria  rose  before  his  view,    [knew,  ^ 
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Nor  less  imperious  these  the  pilgrim  feels. 

When  at  his  prophet's  sepulchre  he  kneels."' 

Here  in  the  forest — the  antipodes 

Of  antiquarians  and  of  devotees. 

Wherie  pagan  rites  nor  heathen  mythics  mar 

The  light'ning  rays  that  shine  from  reason's  star. 

In  idle  hours  I  wake  the  harp  to  tell 

What  kindred  feelings  in  my  bosom  dwell, 

A  stranger  to  the  knowledge  that  is  hid 

In  marble  manuscript  and  pyramid, 

Yet  on  these  Lilies  undiscypher'd  still, 

1  see  God's  finger,  and  I  read  his  will — 

Old  as  creation — yet  for  ever  new, 

Year  after  year  they  open  to  my  view, 

Nor  can  the  critic's  or  the  linguist's  eye 

Find  error  there — nor  expletive  espy. 

Poet  of  Flora — how  I  long  to  be 
Cleansed  from  defilement  and  made  like  to  thee, 
Where  such  commanding  influence  besides 
A  fair  and  faultless  symmetry  abides. 
'Tis  not  enough  that  blamelessness  belong 
To  the  remembrance  of  a  child  of  song ; 
I  would  some  principle  of  nobler  claim, 
Should  give  an  odour  unto  Albyn's  name. 
If  covetous — I  covet  without  sin, 
The  best  of  gifts — a  holiness  within. 
Studious — but  studious  with  no  vain  desire 
To  emulate  the  Lily's  pure  attire ; 
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That  when  my  pilgrim  years  have  pass"d  away, 
1  may  rejoice  in  everlasting  day. 

Who  knows  but  when  the  closing  scene  is  o'er. 
When  mute  the  harp,  and  Albyn  is  no  more, 
"When  the  grey  stone  grown  weary  of  its  trust, 
Sinks  down  with  age  and  crumbles  into  dust, 
When  e'en  the  friends  that  sympathies  endear. 
No  longer  deem  rememb'rance  worth  a  tear, 
And  the  last  relique  Manorhill  forgoes, 
That  now  the  spirit  of  the  poet  shows, 
Ah  !  then,  who  knows  but  each  returning  Spring 
A  living  mirror  of  the  Bard  may  bring, 
And  this  unchisell'd  epitaph  of  mine, 
In  hieroglyphics  on  the  lake  recline ; 
E'en  human  frailties  that  create  surprize, 
(Seen  thro'  the  telescope  of  human  eyes. 
When  filtered  through  the  purifier — Time — 
May  flow  out  virtues  faultlessly  sublime. 
And  the  dishonor  that  attends  the  tomb. 
Lost  in  the  beauty  of  the  Lily's  bloom. 
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Note  1. — Page  8. 

Unfading  still  as  by  the  minstrel  breathed, 
Abide  the  virtues  upon  thee  unwreathed." 
The  following  Lyric  was  written  by  Albyn,  at  the  time  of 
Queen  Victoria's  Coronation : — 

"  The  red  Rose  of  England — the  Shamrock  of  Erin, 
And  Scotia's  proud  Thistle,  are  symbols  of  power  ; 
But  the  emblem  Fidelity  loves  to  appear  in, 
Is  Beauty's  own  blossom — Acadia's  Mayflower. 

.    How  dear  to  our  hearts  when  with  dew-drops  empearl'd, 
ft  peers  through  the  snow-wreath  that  mantled  it  o'er ; 
O !  never  has  summer  sent  forth  such  a  herald 
As  Beauty's  own  blossom — Acadia's  Mayflower. 

At  home  in  the  forest  our  forefathers  found  it, 
Wherever  the  Micmac  had  planted  his  bow'r ; 
Their  children  have  blazon'd  their  friendship  around  it, 
The  blossom  of  Beauty — Acadia's  Mayflower. 

Sweet  gem  of  the  West,  with  what  rapture  we  view  it 
Bloom  'round  us  in  peace — ^and  if  battle  should  low'r, 
The  blood  of  ten  thousand  brave  hearts  would  bedew  it^ 
Ere  tyrants  might  tread  on 't — Acadia's  Mayflower. 

O  !  green  be  thy  leaf,  lovely  flow'ret  for  ever, 
And  distant — far-distant — thy  scent-fading  hour ; 
May  the  last  step  of  Time  be  the  signal  to  sever 
The  shrine  from  its  idol — Acadia's  Mayflower. 

The  red  Rose  of  England — the  Shamrock  of  Erin, 
And  Scotia's  proud  Thistle,  are  symbols  of  power; 
But  the  emblem  Fidelity  loves  to  appear  in, 
Is  Beauty's  own  blossom — Acadia's  Mayflower. 


Note  2.— Page  8. 

"  The  very  manner  and  the  very  mien, 

Brought  "  Ornus  "  homage,  upon  thee  are  seen.*^* 

"  Ornus  "  was  the  poetical  signature  of  Mr.  Archibald,  the 
late  Master  of  the  Rolls  in  Nova  Scotia. 
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Note  3.— Page  20. 

V  "  Here  comes  the  Chief,  a  man  of  many  years, 
Beyond  the  Scripture  term  his  age  appears." 

A  few  years  ago,  one  of  the  Micmacs,  by  the  name  of  Paul, 
apparently  of  great  age,  remarkably  strong  built  for  an  Indian, 
and  well  proportioned  (though  not  so  tall  and  prepossessing  as 
some  of  them),  called  upon  me  in  the  fields  one  day,  and  re- 
quested permission  to  set  his  camp  on  the  edge  of  Lake  Manor, 
as  (he  said)  he  believed  "  death  was  near."  Under  such  circum- 
stances the  favour  could  not  be  refused ;  but  I  discovered 
that  he  built  the  imgtvam  first,  and  came  to  seek  a  local . 
habitation  "  afterwards. 

In  the  latter  end  of  harvest,  1  understood  he  was  sick,  and 
sought  a  way  through  the  woods  to  visit  him ;  it  was  a  dark 
evening,  and  after  some  difficulty  I  found  him,  sitting  upon  his 
legs  by  the  fire  in  the  middle  of  the  camp,  completely  naked 
from  the  waist  upwards,  and  according  to  my  ideas  suffering 
great  pain,  but  he  made  no  complaint ;  upon  asking  how  he 
did,  he  replied — "  I  am  waiting  till  death  come."  Although  •» 
half  suffocated  with  smoke,  it  was  sometime  before  I  could 
drag  myself  away  from  a  scene  so  original.  This  was  our  last 
interview,  as  in  a  few  days  subsequently  the  "  arrow "  found 
him. 


Note  4.— Page  28. 

"  Touch'd  by  those  transports  that  the  trav'iler  knew, 
When  lost  Assyria  'rose  before  his  view." 
The  allusion  in  this  couplet,  is  to  "Layard's  remains  of 
Nineveh." 

Note  5. — Page  29. 

"  Nor  less  imperious  those  the  pilgrim  feels. 
When  at  his  prophet's  sepulchre  he  kneels." 
The  excitement  of  Mahometan  pilgrims,  is  said  to  be 
e^^traordinary  as  they  approach  the  city  of  their  prophet. 
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I'll  point  out  to  thee 
In  various  lesso-id,  some  that  may  surprise." 

—Young. 
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RUSTICATING  IN  REALITY. 


A  PIERIAN  PAEAPHEASE. 

BY  ALBYN. 

As  we  review  the  curious  catalogue 
Of  various  items,  in  a  varied  life, 
Can  it  be  strange  emotions  should  arise 
Where  pain,  and  pleasure  nestle  side  by  side, 
Or,  haply  may  their  wedded  symbols  blend 
In  rainbow  colours,  come  before  the  mind 
And  make  impressions  not  to  be  effaced, 
Of  incidents  that  have  familiar  been 
Long,  long  in  mem'ry  carefully  confined. 
Those  duplicates  of  our  departed  years 
Whether  made  welcome  with  a  smile  or  tear 
Show  features  fresh,  and  fascinating  still 
And  each  a  sep'rate  sanctity  invests 
Far  once  indulgent ;  Time  consents  to  spare 

If  any  one — no  matter  friend  or  foe 
Do  injure  us,  even  to  an  hundred  times 
And  ever  have  one  act  of  kindness  done 
That  act, — tho'  it  may  not  obliterate 
Insulting  manner,  or  unmeasured  words 
(As  some  on  rare  occasions  can  attest 
To  more  than  satisfaction  they  have  felt) 
Yet  only  in  our  bosom  finds  a  place 
Hence  is  it.  Tempest,  that  so  prominent 
Your  name  in  "  Albyn*s"  mem'ry  looms  so  large 
Tho'  not  the  very  earliest  of  his  friends 
Few  of  them  have  been  so  unwav'ring  found 
And  so  pre-eminent  in  his  regard. 
Now,  on  our  part  as  some  acknowledgment , 
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This  trifling  token  of  a  glowing  heart. 
(Perhaps  our  last)  we  dedicate  to  you 
Tho'  valueless  unto  the  common  herd 
Yet  as  a  relic  of  no  spurious  kind 
It  may  be  honour'd  up  at  Montreal. 

To  thee,  to  thee  my  grateful  pen  awards 
This  unpretending  compliment  in  verse, 
If  such  a  term  the  critics  will  allow 
To  these  effusions,  bear  our  nom  de  plume 
If  not  ; — enjoy  the  Idyl  as  it  is, 
And  one  by  one  the  syllables  rehearse 
We  have  no  scales  wherein  to  weigh  our  words, 
Nor  erudition  to  select  the  best — 
Nothing  indebted  to  the  classic  halls 
Where  learn'd  students  wrestle  into  fame. 

But  little  coinage  Poets  have  to  spare 
Beyond  what  gifts  the  Muses  may  bestow 
Of  small  account  to  vulgar  souls  they  seem, 
And  seldom  useful  are  such  assets  found 
Save  by  consent  in  social  circles  pass'd, 
Unable  at  the  present  date  to  strike 
A  balance  sheet,  or  liquidate  arrears. 
So  for  the  deed,  accept  the  will  for  once 
By  our  neglect,  already  made  too  long 
Upon  forbearance  weighty  may  become. 
Or  blushes  on  our  countenance  create, 
As  laziness  indulgence  may  suggest. 

We  write  for  pleasure,  less  than  to  amuse, 
Nor  is  it  only  to  amuse  our  aim 
Dimming  our  vision  other  objects  loom 
Their  appellations  difficult  to  know 
Among  the  candidates  that  figure  in 
Reminiscences  of  what  erst  has  been. 
And  all  of  them  like  shadows  now  appear 
By  day  awake,  or  in  a  dream  by  night. 
Discarded  often  but  presuming  still, 
They  half  retrieve  the  havoc  time  has  made. 

Forgetfulness,  a  virtue  of  the  age, 
In  character,  a  fashionable  trait 
Does  not  to  our  accomplishment  belong 
Nor  is  it  any  mercenary  tie, 
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Nor  is  it  selfishness  on  either  side, 
Nor  expectation  of  some  future  good 
Gave  birth  to,  or  has  so  attractive  been, 
And  fondly  cherished  in  the  long  ago 
Those  friendly  feelings  that  we  still  enjoy, 
Tho'  in  opinions  frequently  diverse 
On  where  the  phantom  "  happiness  "  abides, 
The  city  yours  ;  the  solitude  is  mine. 

In  all  the  grandeur  that  the  clouds  can  give, 
The  sun  is  wending  slowly  down  the  west. 
The  sea  is  motionless  ;  in  calm  repose. 
Balmy,  and  beautiful,  the  earth  and  air 
Give  out  perfumes  unutterably  sweet, 
No  fancied  nectar  and  ambrosia  theirs 
The  sweeter,  that  we  can  without  regret 
Amidst  the  stern  vicissitudes  we  taste 
Participate  one  pleasure  unallay'd. 
Still  sweeter  if  our  pencillings  convey 
To  Tempest  even  a  shadow  of  the  scene 
As  rusticating  leisurely  among 
The  woods  and  wildfiow'rs  of  his  native  land. 
(How  much  endear'd  ;  or  deep  the  exode  thrill'd, 
When  silently  the  severance  was  made. 
Repeated  visits,  scarcely  keep  conceal'd) 
Perhaps  alone,  and  list'ning  to  the  hymn 
The  feather'd  songsters  warble  as  they  wont 
To  charm  us  in  the  '*  days  of  other  years," 
Or  else  secluded  in  some  leafy  shade. 
The  sacred  haunt  of  Minstrel  and  the  Muse. 
And  daring  they  would  venture  to  intrude 
Except  the  humming-birds  and  chick-a-dees. 
That  use  the  freedom  as  they  flit  along. 
They  come  unchallenged,  and  unchallenged  go, 
Brief,  but  engaging  always  their  address 
No  guests  but  them  may  gain  admission  there. 

It  is  the  last,  the  loveliest  day  in  June, 
And  without  unction  either  felt  or  feign'd 
Other  than  has  been  frequently  enjoy'd 
In  contemplation  at  the  ev'ning  hour, 
From  our  official  services  released. 
Where  strife  and  tumult  is  day  after  day 
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Repeated  with  interminable  zeal, 

As  Plaintiff  and  Defendant  fond  alike 

To  litigate  a  quarrel  or  a  claim 

By  practice  made  familiar  how  to  ban, 

And  careless  of  the  difference  between 

What  fiction  and  veracity  implies 

Make  statements  of  the  most  conflicting  kind, 

And  each  assertino;  on  their  solemn  oath 

(Oaths  have  but  little  sanctity  with  them) 

What  must  be  quite  impossible  is  true, 

And  neither  of  them  sparing  in  the  choice 

Of  epithets,  in  Billingsgate  unknown, 

Charges,  and  countercharges  fierce  and  fast 

Come  forth  in  torrents  from  polluted  lips  ; 

And  what  is  worse,  if  any  worse  can  be. 

On  some  occasions  aspirants  new  fledged 

Just  from  the  students  trammels  disenofaojed, 

All  eagerness  to  exercise  their  tongues 

(Perhaps  the  brains,  if  any  they  can  boast, 

Are  for  the  present  left  in  some  saloon) 

Pretends  to  rectify  what  is  amiss. 

Or  reconcile  absurdities  too  gross  ; 

Then,  then,  yes  then  our  sufferings  begin. 

Then  it  is  ours  half  stupified  to  sit 

And  listen  to  a  day's  disturbance,  made 

Ostensibly  about  a  balance  due 

Of  five  and  twenty,  or  of  fifty  cents. 

But  really  as  a  rivalship  in  noise 

And  nonsense  of  the  most  ridic'lous  kind, 

Sometimes  commencing  in  a  playful  mood. 

Then  by  and  by  a  little  warmth  creeps  in 

An  introduction  unto  harder  hits 

The  cut  oblique,  and  then  the  cut  direct, 

Opprobrious  names  and  threatening  attitudes 

That  gain  no  prizes  in  the  public  schools, 

And  censure  more  than  commendation  claim 

Are  purposely  omitted  in  our  text 

Nothing  to  them  is  similar,  except 

The  rufiled  plumage  of  two  Bantam  birds 

That  have  defiance  at  each  other  crow'd. 

So  are  their  compliments  and  their  replies 
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Not  always  over-courteously  exchanged 
Till  one  or  other  foil'd,  but  furious  still 
Leaves  the  arena  in  a  towering  rage 
Our  curse,  or  providentially  it  may 
Be  our  contempt  he  has  beside  his  fee. 

Tt  is  not  marvellous  that  from  such  scenes 
Of  every  day  occurrence,  that  we  do 
Appropriate  exemptions  for  a  space, 
In  sylvan  shades  to  find  a  calm  retreat 
Where  nothing  wranglesome,  or  wretched  comes, 
And  seek  diversion  in  a  diff'rent  mode, 
Companionless,  unless  our  pencil  may 
As  an  accomplice  in  the  very  act. 
The  meditations  of  our  mind  betray  ; 
Whilst  on  excursions  into  airy  thought 
Where  human  footsteps  have  no  pathway  found. 
And  human  frailties  are  forbidden  room. 

No  promptings  from  the  Lawyers  we  have  now, 
Nor  from  the  City :  tho'  materials  there 
Are  plentiful ;  we  are  in  Dartmouth,  where 
So  many  legends  measureless  are  found, 
With  sprinklings  of  realities  between, 
Some  almost  out  of  date,  and  other  some 
That  have  no  prestige,  save  one  birthday  yet 
And  true  or  false,  by  cat'rers  for  the  "  Press," 
Are  made  to  flourish  in  Newspaper  fame. 
But  "  know  all  men"  ours  is  the  Dartmouth  where 
Canals  are  butcher'd,  and  so  famed  for  "  Skates," 
Fashion'd  and  finish'd  in  a  faultless  shape. 
Nor  ought  superfl'ous  in  them  can  be  seen. 
Nor  wanting  ;  nathless  curiously  contrived, 
Nothing  offensive  to  a  taste  like  ours. 
Albeit  no  stranger  to  fastidiousness, 
Nor  any  margin  for  improvement  left. 
The  only  perfect  things  that  ever  came 
Complete  from  the  creative  pow'r  of  man. 

Just  fasten  on  a  pair  some  afternoon, 
What  time  the  lakes  appear  like  plates  of  glass,j 
So  much  the  better  if  there  should  be  two 
Well  matched,  a  lady,  and  a  gentleman. 
And  by  some  evolution  on  the  ice, 
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That  leaves  no  doubt  upon  the  skaters'  skill. 
Made  opportunely  in  a  sportive  mood 
By  way  of  preface,  ere  you  clasp  her  hand, 
And  glide  away  insensible  with  joy, 
Just  caligraph  full  in  the  lady's  view. 
Tho'  not  facsimilies  of  "  Staples'  "  style, 
But  flexures  of  the  most  familiar  kind, 
The  question  unpronounceable  in  words 
And  mark  what  blushing  evidence  it  gives 
Of  the  denouement  that  beneath  it  lies. 

To  the  spectator,  fixing  on  the  skates, 
Seems  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  to  change 
A  pond'rous  piece  of  perishable  clay 
To  an  etherial  being,  on  the  wing. 
Whose  eyes  already  have  the  distance  done 
Tho'  mute  ;  a  flourish  of  the  hands  confess, 
And  ev'ry  step  of  strong  excitement  tells 
How  much  of  human  happiness  is  there. 
Each  movement  exquisite  in  the  extreme 
And  to  enthusiasts  of  the  Albyn  type 
Some  conjuration  must  be  present  then, 
As  floating,  flitting,  flying,  to  and  fro 
Light  as  the  fairies  of  a  former  age, 
(Nor  wanting  in  one  attribute  of  theirs) 
Still  on  the  superstitious  might  impose 
So  spectreish,  and  shadowy  they  seem, 
Apparently  far  more  of  air  than  earth, 
Whether  they  emulate  the  arrow's  flight. 
Or,  into  sections  subdivide  the  lake, 
Or  in  the  twists  and  turns  cotillion  like 
With  the  surroundings  of  the  chequer'd  scene 
Is  made  a  pageant  of  a  pleasing  kind 
In  the  performance  difficult  to  trace, 
As  darting  in  and  out  among  the  coves 
Couples  engaged,  and  unengaged  are  seen, 
Or  in  half  circles  sweep  around  the  capes 
By  alder-bushes,  hidden  from  the  view. 
Which,  if  not  sworn  to  silence  could  relate 
How  courtships  in  their  presence  do  progress, 
What  burning  syllables  with  fervour  breathed, 
What  epithets  in  living  whispers  told, 
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Till  then  the  tongue  unequal  to  the  task 
Of  uttering  the  fev'i'ishness  that's  felt 
But  now  embolden'd  in  the  lone  retreat 
It  tells, — perhaps  no  unexpected  tale, 
Invested  with  love's  sanctities,  besides 
Sounding  delicious  in  a  lady's  ear, 
Inaagined  better  than  expressive  now, 
In  fancy  has  permission  to  abide 
Or,  haply  paralysed  with  rapture  then, 
Or  prodigal  of  bashfulness  is  seen 
To  glow  upon  the  crimson  countenance. 
Or  photograph'd  in  a  bewitching  smile 
By  signs,  or  symbols  the  response  is  made. 

Such  pictures  graceful  as  they  do  appear, 
In  keeping  observation  on  the  rack. 
Gets  pleasure  with  perplexity  inwove 
As  still  new  features  in  such  freaks  unfold. 
At  times  beginning  where  they  seem  to  end, 
Yet  vividly  an  extascy  is  felt 
Exhilerating  in  a  high  degree. 
If  pride  be  pardonable,  it  is  theirs 
That  are  accomplish'd  in  the  Skating  art. 

Tho'  the  excursions  often  are  prolong'd 
Unto  exhaustion,  Belles  and  Beaux  alike 
They  only  give  the  appetite  a  tone 
To  have  such  "larks"  repeated  o'er  again. 
Not  so  the  Poet, — quite  another  theme 
Upon  his  pencil  has  a  prior  claim, 
But,  deems  not  meet  now  to  apologise, 
Nor  offer  pleas  for  our  erratic  mode, 
Nor  fabricate  a  plausible  excuse 
To  palliate  the  divergence  we  have  made 
In  rusticating,  latitude  is  lost. 
No  line,  nor  landmark  in  the  vistas  seen 
To  show  the  precincts  where  our  license  ends, 
Or  advertise  us  when  to  make  a  pause. 

This  seems  an  Episode  ;  tho'  we  admire 
The  rich  display  of  living  gracefulness 
And  female  flourishes  on  "  Acme  "  skates, 
What  fascination  in  the  attitudes 
What  agile  forms,  what  litheness  in  the  limbs, 
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And  the  demeanour,  blameless  to  the  eyes 
Of  captious  critics,  tho'  severe  inclined, 
The  exercise  of  Skating  can  afford  ! 
But  Skating  now,  as  well  as  botch'd  canals 
Is  out  of  season  in  the  month  of  June, 
And  only  for  the  unpoetic  noise 
Of  factory  wheels  that  mingle  with  our  verse, 
And  from  proximity  almost  too  close 
Demand  attention  more  than  we  can  give, 
And  half  retrieving  from  the  theft  of  time, 
Disastrous  dreams  that  ended  in  dismay, 
As  "  Albyn  "  erst  did  prophesy  would  come, 
They  had  not  here  been  uninvited  guests. 
But  in  parenthesis  read  Avhat  is  writ 
To  while  away  a  melancholy  hour. 

We  write  at  home  beside  our  hermitage 
Ketired,  not  hidden  from  the  public  view. 
The  scenery  of  that  domestic  caste 
That  every  day  is  in  a  village  seen. 
Careless  of  suns  and  stars,  so  out  of  place. 
Nor  much  enamour'd  of  a  cloudless  moon 
As  lending  lustre  to  a  line  of  ours. 
Or  using  Angels  as  expressly  made 
For  similies  to  figure  in  our  verse 
Such  outrages  on  common  sense  we  shun, 
By  modern  poets  frequently  employed. 
Distinguishing. — if  they  distinguish  ought — 
The  difference  of  poetry  from  prose, 
Pileing  up  ponderous  decorations  on^ 
Or  crowding  in  the  versicles  they  wreathe, 
Forgetting,  that  similitudes  suppose 
Discription  wanting,  and  assistance  claim 
From  tropes  and  metaphors  to  give  them  aid, 
And  not  as  useless  ornaments  to  dim 
Or  complicate  whatever  else  is  plain. 
Nothing  can  well  be  fancied  more  absurd 
Than  the  resemblances  so  often  shown 
Between  things  lying  open  to  the  eyes, 
Poetic  license  courteously  permits. 
And  Angels !    Spirits  that  are  nowhere  ceen, 
Not  less  presumptive  than  unfortunate, 
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Such  illustrations  of  the  Attic  muse 
That  scarcely  on  the  credulous  impose, 
Whilst,  censure  from  the  critic's  pen  distils. 

This  afternoon  returning  from  a  stroll 
Among  the  avenues  in  "Albert  Park," 
An  appellation  readable  in  prose 
But  has  no  music  for  poetic  ears. 
We  join'd  a  Lady  who  with  languid  steps 
Was  just  beginning  to  descend  the  slope 
That  forms  an  entrance  on  the  Avestern  side. 
In  the  hereafter,  (awkwardly  enough) 
What  is  for  Boulevard  or  Broadway  there, 
A  lovely  girl,  left  motherless  when  young 
In  better  days  adopted  as  her  own, 
Eleven  summers  only  she  had  seen 
AVith  laughing  eyes,  and  interesting  face, 
Upon  her  arm  an  empty  basket  hung 
Empty,  unless  some  faded  Mayflow'rs  might 
Another  epithet  than  empty  claim, 
Clung  to  her  side,  and  held  her  by  the  hand, 
Not  always  so,  her  sole  attendant  then, 
A  branch  of  maple  rich  in  mottled  leaves 
Sufficed  for  fan,  and  parasol  to  both. 
And  after  greeting  fashionably  made 
Much  in  our  own  discursive  kind  of  way 
Come  slowly  moving  down  the  wretched  road, 
And  scarcely  knowing  where  the  thing  would  end 
Stood  still  at  last  and  held  discourse  aw4iile. 

In  former  years,  when  she  was  in  full  bloom. 
We  frequently  had  met,  as  strangers  meet 
Without  advance,  or  recognition  then 
On  either  side  ;  prosperity  was  hers, 
(Nor  was  the  Poet  destitute  of  pride 
None  without  peril  might  on  it  presume. 
Among  the  boldest  they  were  bold  who  did) 
Hers  too  was  health,  and  happiness  besides, 
Such  happiness  as  finds  nutrition  in 
A  heart  where  folly  in  profusion  grows, 
But  in  an  evil  hour  the  bubble  burst, 
Now  she  is  poor,  and  delicate,  and  sad. 
And  our  positions  altered,  not  reversed, 
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Brought  into  memory  long  forgotten  days, 
Acknowledging  in  queries  and  replies 
The  very  slight  acquaintanceship  we  had. 

We  claim  no  privileges  here  to  repeat 
The  various  topics  that  we  touch'd  upon, 
Pleasing  in  part  and  partly  painful  too, 
Not  purposely  intended  to  give  pain, 
But  as  a  postscript  to  our  interview 
She  for  a  keepsake  craved  a  single  page 
Of  some  blank  verse  effusion  from  our  pen, 
With  an  injunction  that  no  love-sick  tale. 
Nor  superstition  of  uncertain  date 
Should  o'er  the  compliment  a  shadow  cast. 
And  added  smiling  as  we  said  good-bye, 
Nor  gossip  in  a  sewing-circle  told." 
Direct  refusal, — our  emphatic  no, 
Might  have  sufficient  for  the  purpose  been, 
Of  answering  such  delicate  demand 
Just  then  less  prudent  than  politely  made, 
And  pleas  to  urge  were  plentiful  that  might 
Rule  out  the  application  then  and  there 
We  have  not  fancy  now  at  our  command. 
Vivacity  no  longer  is  our  guest. 
Nor  does  the  Muse  fit  entertainment  find 
Imprison'd  in  this  hermitage  of  ours. 
Nor  is  there  any  obligation  binds 
To  the  performances  stated  or  implied, 
But  what  we  can  by  argument  make  void, 
And  more  than  all,  and  fatal  in  the  case 
(We  own  the  truth,  but  write  it  with  regret) 
The  very  cunning  of  our  hand  is  gone, 
So  apt  to  tingle  when  it  touch'd  a  pen. 
To  photograph  the  figure  of  some  fool. 
Or  stereotype  duplicity  in  verse. 

Stern,  and  forbidding  as  we  may  appear, 
Or  find  it  needful  sometimes  to  assume 
There  is  a  vein  of  softness  in  our  heart, 
Has  never  been  hermetically  seal'd. 
Nor  ill  to  reach,  the  region  where  it  lies 
Tho'  force  upon  it  has  been  flung  away, 
But  ever  when  necessity  requires 
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Obedient  to  a  gesture  or  a  look, 

Tho'  imperceptible  it  overflows, 

But  shuDS  exposure  where  it  can  be  seen 

In  charities,  in  churches,  and  bazaars, 

Not  always  open  to  the  public  view, 

Yet  by  a  secret  sympathy  has  grief 

To  the  elixir  always  access  found, 

Ev'n  sighing  bosoms  and  the  tearful  eyes, 

Feel  influences  they  would  blush  to  own. 

It  were  as  useless  rumaging  about 
To  find  another  plausible  excuse. 
As  for  a  Lady  in  a  group  of  friends 
To  feign  reluctance  that  she  does  not  feel. 
And  simper  when  to  the  Piano  led. 
The  idol  of  some  idiot  staring  mad, 
Who  stands  enraptured  o'er  the  strangled  tune, 
Imagining  it  music  that  she  makes. 
Then  stamping  feet,  as  well  as  clapping  hands, 
A  trashy  tribute  ;  finishes  the  farce. 

There  is  a  proverb,  tho'  it  be  not  new, 
In  memory  visible  as  it  exists. 
Bearing  a  maxim  not  to  be  despised, 
That  valour  often  prodigally  praised, 
Is  only  half  an  attribute  ;  a  kind 
Of  bachelor,  'till  to  discretion  w^ed, 
And  has  relationship  to  the  advice, 
A  very  gem  of  thought,  the  old  town  clerk 
Of  the  Ephesians  in  an  uproar  gave, 
And  (heathen  as  he  was)  we  much  admire, 
To  wit,  "  that  nothing  should  be  rashly  done." 

It  is  admitted  luck  in  leisure  lies. 
But  has  not  yet  with  laziness  been  found, 
This,  aphorism  should  not  be  forgot, 
Yet  even  with  leisure  time  will  not  abide, 
And  as  the  evening  star  already  shines 
Avails  it  ought  procrastinating,  w^hen 
We  may  at  such  a  very  little  cost 
Indulge  our  foible,  and  Madam  too, 
Not  that  the  lady  is  exactly  old 
Or  even  in  dotage,  or  decrepitude, 
The'  well  advanced  in  the  decades  of  life, 
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However  friviloiis  appears  her  whim, 
Our  connterfeitiug  conjuration  may 
A  coming  sigh  transform  into  a  smile. 

We  nod  !  it  is  not  singular  in  caste, 
But  then  the  nod  when  made,  is  "  Albyn's  "  own, 
And  has  a  charm  where  it  is  understood 
Beyond  what  is  expressible  in  verse. 
Not  less  effective  than  the  signal  gun 
Is  to  the  Micmacs  when  their  flimsy  fleet, 
Are  to  the  starting  place  in  time  convened 
To  pull  a  race  for  some  Dominion  rag. 
Or  douhh  sovereign,  more  attractive  still, 
One  gold  made  current  on  a  sliding  scale 
Among  the  Nova  Scotian  serfs  and  slaves 
Trapann'd  and  sold  for  "  eighty  cents  a  head," 
To  Canada  by  Tupper,  Howe  &  Co., 
The  other  Majesty  ;  a  glitt'ring  prize 
The  head  and  shoulders  of  our  gracious  Queen, 
And  both  together  tether'd  in  a  tie 
More  closely  than  the  celebrated  twins, 
The  Chang,  and  Eng  of  Siamese  renown, 
Naught  then  of"  Stoic  "  in  the  Indian  seen, 
All  eyes  alert,  and  open  every  ear 
To  note  the  telegram  that  tells  the  start, 
And  ,'is  the  muzzle  lightens  with  the  flash 
Down  dip  the  paddles  in  the  waves  at  once. 

Such  the  alacrity  our  nod  attends ; 
Unquestion'd,  and  unanswer'd,  it  can  bring 
Before  our  eyes  without  a  whisper  breathed, 
What  implements  a  Poet  may  require. 
The  writing-desk,  a  pen,  and  foolscap  sheet. 
These  with  the  inkstand,  and  the  lamp  of  course 
Completes  the  schedule  of  our  stock  in  trade. 
And  on  our  triped,  mute  and  motionless 
We  wait  to  welcome  the  Pierian  train. 

Whilst  brooding  o'er  some  buried  episodes, 
Associated  with  our  female  friend. 
We  are  astonish'd  at  the  vast  amount 
Of  human  trifles,  Time  has  not  destroy'd, 
And  the  originals  that  gave  them  birth 
Their  genealogies  already  lost ; 
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(Ours  too  may  be  among  the  number  seen, 

Albeit  a  Martyr  dignifies  the  Hne) 

Crowds  to  oblivion  long  ago  consign'd, 

But  partially  from  observation  kept, 

Salute  us  as  we  wander  in  the  past, 

And  to  our  presence  throng  unbidden  guests : 

Some,  not  a  feature  in  their  figures  changed, 

Some,  skeletons  of  what  they  erst  have  been  ; 

And  some  that  only  visible  appear 

Upon  the  edge  of  recollection  seen, 

But  still  like  memorandum  notes  retain 

Some  incidents  escaping  memory's  grasp. 

Not  to  be  from  forget  fulness  retrieved. 

Hordes  join'd  to  hordes,  that  for  a  lapse  of  yean 

Without  a  label  hidden  out  of  sight. 

And  difficult  to  be  distinguished  now. 

Make  fruitless  our  conjectures  to  obtain 

What  measure  of  ubiquity  is  theirs. 

Some  faculties  belonging  to  us  now 
Are  found  imperfect  in  our  present  state, 
We  dream  for  instance,  and  when  we  awake 
Can  frequently  remember  what  is  done, 
And  said,  and  heard,  but  how  at  such  a  time 
Is  memory  employed  ?    Can  it  be  double  then  ? 
Or  how  is  it  composed  ?    One  part  asleep. 
Another  active  found  !  but  found  at  fault. 
As  oftentimes  we  see,  and  hold  discourse 
With  the  departed,  half  a  century  dead. 
And  tho'  well  known,  it  is  from  memory  hid; 
Yet  when  awake  are  certain  it  is  true, 
And  a  perception  vividly  remains 
Of  the  perplexities  that  we  were  in, 
Of  difficulties  various  and  vast 
That  baffled  ev'ry  movement  we  would  make. 

Might  not  some  learned  phrenologist  explain 
Or  show  us  in  a  photographic  shape 
The  cause  of  all  these  aberations  in 
Those  wild  excursions  fancy  undertakes, 
When  slumber  seizes  on  the  human  frame, 
And  leaves  the  mind  to  ruminate  at  large 
In  the  conglomerate  of  things  absurd^ 
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Leaving,  at  least  it  often  has  left  ours, 
Bewilder'd  in  extravagance  extreme, 
Perhaps  things  might  appear  inviting  then, 
And  perseveringly  pursued,  but  still 
Impossibilities  that  have  no  name. 

So  too,  imagination,  far  and  wide. 
Outstretching  to  infinitude  appears 
As  only  in  its  infancy  as  yet. 
Including  all  that  glorious    Milton  "  sung, 
And  all  the  living  portraits  "  Shakespeare  "  dre 
The  rich  magnificence  of  ^'  Spencer's  "  verse. 
And  constellations  "  Scott"  has  made  to  glow. 
We  look  not  now  at  the  celestial  heights, 
Where  "Newton"  soar'd,  nor  to  the  countless 
By  "  Herschel "  in  the  empyrean  placed 
Almost  beyond  what  mortals  comprehend, 
Tho'  in  eternity  they  may  be  known 
Among  the  commonest  of  common  things. 
But  aspirations  exercising  now, 
Half  paralysed  from  the  restrictions  made 
At  evening  hours  by  the  unletter'd  muse. 

Need  we  repeat  such  faculties  as  ours 
Are  immature,  tho'  fitting  for  our  State, 
And  prominent,  imagination  looms 
Gigantic  o'er  some  others  we  possess. 
With  features  of  a  fascinating  kind 
Placed  high  in  rank,  but  is  a  stripling  still, 
And  in  another  sphere  it  may  assert 
The  dignity  to  birthright  that  pertains 
Atoning  then  for  errors  now  it  aids. 
In  modern  days  degraded  to  the  task 
Of  propping  up  pretensions  unto  fame. 

That  attribute  which  only  God  can  give, 
And  in  all  ages,  either  more  or  less 
By  special  favour  to  the  sons  of  song, 
Has  made  it  theirs,  hereditary  once, 
But  often  pilfer'd  in  the  present  day 
By  Amateurs  that  take  the  rhyming  itch, 
To  lend  a  relish  to  their  filth  or  froth, 
Or,  it  may  be  to  gild  the  noxious  pills 
Prepared  by  them  to  poison  youthful  minds. 
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More  openly  these  brazen  butterflies 
The  Novelists  with  daring  hands  profane, 
Forbidding  the'  the  operation  seem, 
Dissect  the  poet's  pencillings  to  find 
In  vulgar  parlance,  (more  euphonious  too) 
To  'plunder  all  the  choicest,  sweetest  flowers, 
Or  suck  the  nectar  woven  in  his  wreathe. 
Distilling,  and  distilling  it  again. 
And  fashioning  it  in  another  shape. 
In  combs  perhaps,  such  as  the  hornets  make, 
Nor  less  destructive  when  with  morals  mix'd. 
As  half  the  world  will  gape  to  gaze  upon 
The  verbiage  in  a  flashy  vohime  set 
Vilest  of  all  the  pestilences  theirs, 
And  impudently  prefaces  the  theft 
With  a  pretence  that  it  is  something  new. 
Albeit  disgusting  to  the  man  of  taste 
As  the  effusions  of  a  prurient  pen. 

Take  up  the  readiest  Novel  comes  to  hand, 
Beginning  at  the  title  page  :  read  on. 
And  if  examined  with  a  critic's  eye. 
Before  the  second  paragraph  is  closed. 
Imagination  in  a  tawdry  dress 
Disfigured  for  a  purpose  will  be  found. 
But  found  perverted  from  what  Heaven  design'd, 
The  Author,  pleased  if  for  a  single  week. 
Or  reading  season  the  brochure  should  live. 
The  figments  are  allow'd  to  give  a  zest. 
Or  fev'rish  pathos  to  a  love-sick  tale, 
Then  be  forgotten  in  the  rubbish  pile 
Of  fictions  :  lost  among  ten  thousand  more 
Still-born,  or  strangled,  or  put  out  of  sight. 
To  make  another  generation  room 
Inanimate  but  for  the  livingness 
Of  poetry  transmuted  into  prose. 

The  Patriarch  Jacob  saw  in  olden  days 
(Tho'  rather  young  to  be  a  Patriarch  then) 
But  in  a  dream  he  saw  a  ladder  set 
Upon  the  earth  and  reaching  unto  Heaven, 
On  it  the  Angels  travell'd  up  and  down. 
But  how  employed,  or,  on  what  errands  sent 
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Is  unreveal'd,  and  useless  to  enquire, 
Tho'  such  conveniences  are  out  of  date. 
Imagination  now  supplies  their  place, 
On  it  the  Poet  soars  from  globe  to  globe, 
And  in  immensity's  unbounded  space 
Enjoys  excursions  measureless  and  vast. 
Where  in  a  thousand  years  suns  rise  but  once, 
A^id  in  another  thousand  set  again, 
Whilst  on  a  scale  proportionate  the  stars 
And  all  the  planets  walk  their  aerial  course 
To  music  of  an  origin  unknown. 
And  with  a  fascination  far  beyond 
The  richest  notes  that  organ  ever  gave, 
Tho'  "  Hagarty's  "  should  be  the  master  hand 
To  rapture  wakes  the  captivating  tones 
When  a  te  deum  in  his  happiest  vein 
Peals  thro'  the  aisles  magnificently  grand, 
And  makes  the  audience  quiver  with  delight. 

Imagination  should  be  perfect  here, 
It  is  for  earthly  purposes,  and  must 
Become  annihilate,  or  thrust  aside 
When  Time  itself  expires,  there  is  no  use 
For  it  among  the  mansions  of  the  blest. 
When  all  our  fondest  longings  and  desires 
Shall  be  far  more  than  fully  realized. 
Not  even  one  aspiration  unfulfiU'd. 
Nothing  to  ask  for  or  imagine  then 
Its  ministry  for  mankind  at  an  end. 

Oh  !  had  the  element  of  education  been 
My  heritage,  how  much  at  evening  hours 
I  could  the  pleasing  privilege  enjoy 
To  sit  beneath  the  spreading  chestnut's  shade, 
(All  else  that  bears  the  epithet  of  mine, 
The  ruthless  insects  labour  to  destroy 
Especially  where  promises  are  made 
Early  of  foliage  and  of  fruitfulness) 
Beyond  the  reach  of  over-anxious  thought^ 
And  for  amusement  mingle  with  my  verse 
Emotions  that  spontaneously  arise. 
And  the  mind's  eye  bewilder  or  delight, 
Or  the  illusion  vanish  from  the  view 
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To  be  succeeded  by  another  flash. 
A  flash,  perhaps  remembrance  sweeps  aside 
Or  overwhelms  beneath  a  sombre  shade, 
Or  haply  hides  behind  a  humid  eye, 
And  like  to  some  Eolian  harp  ill-tuned, 
May  feel  the  pathos,  but  the  discord  own 
Of  joy  and  grief  preferring  equal  claims, 
Tho'  uninviting,  welcome  when  they  come, 
Nor  sent  away  without  a  heavy  sigh. 

Not  unlike  one  who  has  not  learn'd  to  swim. 
And  into  ocean  leaping  at  a  bound. 
With  no  provision  for  a  safe  return 
May,  when  he  rises  to  the  surface  find 
The  perilous  position  he  is  in. 
Imposing  most  the  overwhelming  waves 
At  once  acquaintanceship  takes  place  between 
His  folly  and  himself  perchance  ere  then 
The  veriest  strangers,  but  familiar  now. 
Familiar  now,  but  now  it  is  too  late. 
The  fatal  plunge  has  been  already  made. 
And  human  aid  may  not  avert  his  doom. 

Not  quite  as  dangerous,  but  as  rashly  done,. 
The  bold  attempt  that  Albyn  has  assay'd. 
As  mounted  on  Imagination's  wing 
Anxious  to  carry  with  him  to  the  skies, 
If  not  the  earth,  at  least  the  atmosphere. 
Forgetful  of  the  oflSce  it  performs. 
And  fretting  that  no  resting  place  is  found 
For  vain  enthusiasts  that  may  wander  where 
Meteors,  and  comets  are  in  Chaos  kept. 
For  systems  having  no  beginning  yet. 
Nor  paths  appointed  for  their  special  use 
And  knows  no  syllables  his  pen  can  frame. 
Fit  to  describe  the  dazzling  splendour  seen, . 
Or  awe  intolerable  to  be  borne. 

Reclined  beneath  the  shadow  of  a  tree, . 
That  thrice  alas,  year  after  year  has  been, 
Delapidated  in  the  Autumn  gales 
Of  branches,  and  of  beauty  rudely  shorn, 
But  canopies  us  with  the  limbs  that's  left, . 
Than  its,  no  other  sympathies  are  ours . 
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Companionable  to  a  thing  like  me 

That  has  been  wantonly  tossed  to  and  fro. 

ISo  stranger  to  vicissitudes  in  life, 

Or  the  bereav'ments  Death  remorseless  makes, 

Calamities  that  more  than  once  have  drawn 

The  Poet's  sighing,  and  the  chestnuts'  sough 

Into  condolence  of  a  mournful  kind. 

Amidst  the  silence  of  a  pause  in  thought 
As  if  the  very  quiver  of  the  leaves 
Shook  too  much  feeling  into  fancy  then. 
A  breathing  almost  audible  we  heard 
Or  seemed  to  hear,  in  accents  soft  and  sweet, 
Like  the  fond  music  of  a  lover's  song, 
At  gleamin.  warbled  in  a  distant  grove, 
Acknovdedg-ng  the  joy  some  rural  swain 
Is  nursing  from  the  smile  of  one  he  loves, 
Unconscious  of  the  pleasure  it  awakes — 
Not  less  delightful  to  the  child  of  song 
The  revelation  then  to  him  convey'd. 
Albeit  till  now  from  over-curious  ears 
It  has  been  kept  in  memory  embalm'd. 

"  More  happy  far  O  Albyn  is  thy  meed, 
What  Agur  prayed  for  is  already  thine, 
The  golden  mean,  without  the  golden  age 
May  be  as  much  as  mortals  can  endure ; 
Here  in  this  quiet  hermitage  how  sweet 
To  own  the  pleasures  of  domestic  bliss. 
The  sanctities  of  love  and  friendship  too, 
And  sympathies  like  sunlight  to  the  soul 
That  make  impressions  never  to  be  void. 
An  enviable  lot  on  earth  is  yours 
By  thee  there  is  so  little  to  desire 
And  better  still,  so  little  to  deplore 
The  chestnut  tree  ;  a  paradise  at  eve, 
Where  contemplation  can  be  entertain'd. 
And  where  content  a  fav'rite  is  become 
Nor  hope  is  held  a  stranger  when  among 
The  guests  familiar  with  the  Muses'  haunt. 

Untroubled  with  an  over  curiousness 
In  miniature  to  copy  the  sublime. 
Or  in  poetic  numbers, pencil  down 
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The  mysteries  of  illimitable  space 
In  regions  where  imagination  roams, 
Selecting  barb'rons  substantives  required. 
(Not  always  found  pronounceable  at  best 
Accent  and  emphasis  alike  unknown 
And  polish'd  only  by  repeating  o'er) 
For  telling  motion,  magnitude  or  speed, 
Of  continents  that  float  beyond  your  reach, 
Or  calculate  impossible  details 
Of  density  or  distance  from  this  globe, 
With  no  results  to  justify  the  toil." 

Far  other  task,  apparently  has  been 
By  circumstances  to  our  pen  assign'd. 
For  shadowing  the  leanings  of  our  love 
We  gather  up  what  gifted  ones  have  miss'd 
In  living  landscapes,  and  sequester'd  scenes, 
Where  nature  claims  to  rusticate  at  will, 
Or  in  the  noonday  comes  for  calm  repose. 
What  time  the  songbirds  fold  their  wings  awhile 
Nor  audible  the  music  that  is  made. 
As  lazy  brooks  move  noisily  along, 
Tho'  often  proud  to  play  the  Minstrel's  part 
And  babble  out  a  ballad  of  their  own 
Even     Pero  "  though  for  playfulness  inclined 
Seems  reconciled  to  stretch  himself  at  length 
Among  the  grass,  or  sit  with  drooping  ears, 
And  of  such  silence  question  with  his  eye — 
Not  even  a  whisper  in  the  lapse  is  breathed. 
But  ev'ry  leaf  is  speechless  with  delight, 
Or  if  enjoyment  burdensome  be  found 
How  glad  to  have  some  plausible  excuse 
To  cultivate  acquaintanceship  with  toil. 
Or  greet  the  wretched  with  a  gracious  smile. 

Deem  not  the  Poet's  pilgrimage  has  been 
All  of  it  sunshine  or  all  summer  days. 
Or  pass'd  unmingled  with  corroding  care, 
With  aaguish  and  excruciating  pain, 
And  such  vicissitudes  as  come  uncall'd. 
Not  more  expected,  than  unwelcome  made, 
Nor  felt  their  riddance  to  be  any  loss, 
Whether  intruders  with  a  hostile  frown 
Or  visitations  Providence  allow'd, 
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Or  dignify'd  with  appellations  meet, 
To  neutralize  those  of  a  milder  caste, 
As  accident,  misfortune,  or  mistake 
That  stir  the  temper,  or  distract  the  mind. 
And  oft  auxiliar  circumstances  gave 
Significance  more  savage  to  the  shaft. 
That  found  a  passage  to  the  Poet's  heart. 

O  do  not  deem  his  lengthen'd  lease  ot  life, 
Tho'  far  extended  and  extending  still. 
Has  been  undisciplined  in  sorrow's  school. 
Nor  grudge  exemption  now  from  want  and  woe, 
That  Heaven  by  special  favour  has  bestow'd 
On  nature's  nurseling  in  declining  years. 
But  rev'rently  and  with  profound  respect 
Acknowledging  the  giver  and  the  gift, 
Yet  would  this  world  and  all  that  it  contains 
Be  utterly  found  wanting  as  a  bribe, 
To  have  life's  drama  acted  o'er  again. 

Start'ling  this  clause  adopted  in  our  Creed, 
To  worldlings  and  the  men  of  wealth  may  seem. 
Anxious  to  live  at  least  a  thousand  years, 
No  matter  what  affliction  they  endure 
In  all  the  term  embittering  their  choice, 
Even  if  their  souls  should  be  the  premium  paid, 
And  scarcely  less  surprizing  it  will  sound 
Unto  the  righteous  over-much  and  those 
Who  only  use  religion  as  a  mask. 
And  when  convenient  put  it  off  and  on. 
Subservient  to  accomplishing  their  ends. 
Consisting  less  of  a  profession  made 
Than  what  to  them  costs  nothing — sighs  and  groans 
Adding,  perhaps,  upon  the  Sabbath  days 
Observances  to  catch  some  careless  eye 
Or  to  be  more  effective  ;  length  of  face, 
A  thin  device  but  for  distinction  kept 
Between  them  and  the  openly  profane. 

The  purse  has  been  the  best  criterion  found 
In  measuring  the  souls  of  saints  like  these. 
Unerring,  that  thermometer  can  tell 
The  tone  and  temper  of  the  human  heart, 
With  all  the  variations  high  and  low, 
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Even  to  the  longings  that  it  entertains, 
However  carefully  kept  out  of  sight 
Or  represented  by  a  sickly  smile, 
A  coin  still  current  in  the  Courts  of  Law, 
But  among  Christians  questionable  now. 

Christians  of  modern  date  to  eyes  like  ours, 
Are  things  of  rather  complicated  kind. 
We  know  of  one,  a  specimen  unique 
From  Halifax,  not  quite  an  hundred  miles 
Or  half  the  distance  would  be  more  correct, 
(But  let  the  readers  as  they  may  incline 
Narrow  the  distance  to  a  smaller  space, 
And  fancy  the  location  where  they  will) 
In  all  that  constitutes  the  vefy  type 
Of  Pharisee  ; — a  countenance  demure, 
Some  character  of  piety  his  pride. 
But  frequently  discounted  at  a  loss 
And  when  begun,  which  was  not  very  oft 
Could  make  a  prayer  of  prodigious  length, 
Not  always  unexceptionable  felt, 
Phrases,  and  paraphrases  intermix'd, 
Parentheses  most  awkwardly  stuck  in 
To  paragraphs  repeated  o'er  and  o'er. 
Words  sometimes  meaningless,  and  sometimes  vain, 
Taken  at  random,  not  as  fittting  best. 
And  flung  together  in  a  shapeless  masp. 
Whilst  his  petitions  tho'  in  stereotype. 
If  known  at  all  were  by  conjecture  known 
Only,  prosperity  and  length  of  days 
In  the  confusion  loom'd  up  large  enough, 
And  never  in  the  peroration  miss'd 
"  With  any  other  blessing  could  be  spared^* 
As  he  considers  greed,  if  not  a  vice 
At  least  a  very  scandalous  affair. 
And  in  society  almost  a  crime, 
Altho'  his  censure  would  be  lost  on  those 
Who  keep  their  own,  and  get  what  else  they  can. 

Such  his  performance,  part  in  whispers  said. 
And  part  in  tones  terrifically  loud. 
No  key  or  cadence  in  the  human  voice 
From  highest  treble,  to  the  lowest  base, 
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The  scale  inverted,  ill  adjusted  too 

But  never  willingly  more  useful  made 

To  aid  his  utterance  and  tho'  very  odd, 

It  pleased  the  audience  where  it  was  rehearsed. 

None  quarrell'd  with  his  manner  or  his  mode, 

And  criticism  would  be  cast  away 

Upon  the  half  a  talent  he  possessed, 

But  with  more  wealth  than  competence  requires 

Tho'  never  lavish'd  upon  him  had  been 

That  sumptuous  fare  the  Scripture  has  copdemned. 

(At  least  in  it  no  commendation  finds) 

Associate  with  extravagance  in  dress, 

That  stifle  aspirations  after  Heaven — 

Courteous  in  manner,  prosp'rous  in  his  trade, 

And  if  not  happiness,  its  twin,  content 

In  his  domestic  circle  could  be  seen. 

Nor  less  convincing  evidences  show'd 

His  neighbours  and  acquaintances,  how  fair 

The  standing  in  society  he  holds. 

One  Sabbath  Day  (Oh !  will  it  be  believed) 

That  Sabbath  was  communion  Sabbath  then. 

Among  the  flock  when  as  to  them  seem'd  meet. 

Were  celebrating  their  Redeemer's  love 

And  erst  the  subject  of  our  verse  had  been 

A  worshipper  among  the  Brethren  there, 

But  now  abandoning  that  hallow'd  place, 

A  span  of  horses,  and  a  splendid  Sleigh 

Had  more  attraction  for  the  simple  fool, 

And  for  a  drive  along  the  Truro  Road 

The  man's  Religion  if  not  cast  aside 

On  this  occasion  has  been  left  behind. 

But  looking  past  the  peril  of  his  soul 

We  start  to  know  how  pleasantly  he  paid 

Six  Dollars  for  his  two  or  three  hours  sin — 

Another  phase  of  character  was  shown 

The  Sabbath  next,  that  day  was  set  apart 

To  advocate  the  "Missionary"  cause. 

And  gather  in  pecuniary  aid 

To  send  the  gospel  into  heathen  lands. 

And  if  we  must  the  naked  truth  relate, 

This  piece  of  piety  could  only  spare 
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A  Single  Cent !  !    Yet  who  in  Dartmouth  doubts 
That  such  a  man  is  not  a  christian  now. 
If  measured  by  the  royal  standard  "  fruit" 
Would  "  Mene  Teckel"  not  be  written  here  ? 

The  stream  of  Life  glides  smoother,  sweeter  on 
Amidst  vicissitudes  that  gather  round 
Occasionally,  to  retire  and  dwell 
Within  a  world  our  own,  a  world  of  thought, 
A  world  wherein  tranquillity  is  found 
And  passions  that  offend  are  left  outside. 
Where  fragrance  more  than  earth  can  give  is  ours 
But  present  only  when  the  Poet's  there, 
Just  as  a  maiden  blushes  overwhelm'd 
With  joy  to  meet  her  lover  unawares, 
And  then  embarrass'd  with  too  much  delight 
Acknowledgment  unbidden  blunders  out. 
Forgetful  of  what  ettiquette  requires. 
Whilst  deeper  colour  in  her  countenance 
The  palpitatings  in  her  mind  confess. 

The  rapture  such,  and  the  deliciousness 
That  Albyn  frequently  luxuriates  in 
Whilst  rusticating  in  some  rural  scene 
Where  songbirds  pour  their  symphonies  divine. 
Nor  less  in  silence  that  assembles  there 
What  time  the  concert  in  the  distance  dies. 
And  wearied  leaves  in  listening  attitude 
Upon  the  maples  motionless  become 
Then  is  there  something  words  can  ill  express. 
Felt — exquisitely  felt  by  him  alone, 
'Though  ever  irksome  unto  vulgar  souls, 
Nor  seldom  is  the  vestibule  recross'd 
Void  of  reluctance  what  time  duty  calls 
To  mingle  with  the  multitudes  again 
Whose  sympathies — if  such  to  them  belong. 
Do  bear  the  character  Policemen  bear, 
Invisible  when  they  are  wanted  most. 
Mere  sensual  indulgence  their  delight, 
Nor  higher  aspirations  they  enjoy — 
Fresh  from  a  purer  latitude,  we  look 
With  sad  astonishment  upon  their  choice 
Ah  !  if  they  knew  the  standard  that  is  ours, 
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Some  exhibitions  would  be  difF'rent  made, 
Or,  in  another  aspect  advertized 
Nor  to  the  sensitive  day  after  day, 
Persistingly  their  appetites  expose. 

For  half  a  century  our  Location's  been 
Within  the  City,  or  a  suburb  nigh, 
And  in  that  cycle,  brief  when  it  is  past. 
Three  generations  vanished  out  of  sight. 
Three  generations  of  men  in  their  prime, 
The  willing  victims  of  licentious  lives 
Remember'd  only,  if  remember'd  now 
For  some  extravagancies  they  could  boast 
Above  the  boon  companions  of  their  time 
Of  such,  one  city  of  the  Dead  is  full. 
Another  more  capacious  filling  fast 
Of  the  disciples  that  they  left  behind. 
Dead  to  persuasion,  to  remonstrance  deaf, 
Deaf  to  the  anguish  in  a  father's  heart. 
Deaf  to  the  meltings  of  a  mother's  love. 
Blind  to  the  blush  that  burns  upon  the  face 
Of  a  fond  sister,  where  a  smile  should  be, 
And  blind  to  blanks  in  their  associates  made, 
That  like  themselves  did  hasten  to  fill  up 
Void  spaces  in  the  cemetery  seen. 
They  grudged  to  see  unoccupied,  aware 
Debauch  already  has  made  sure  to  them. 
Nor  stipulates  to  make  a  long  delay. 
Foreclose  the  mortorajire  and  a  transfer  make 
So  marble  tablets  may  hereafter  show 
Where  fast  yonng  men  are  hidden  out  of  sight. 

Alas  !  for  them  ;  no  contemplation  theirs. 
No  joyous  moments  in  sequester'd  haunts, 
Where  Nature  in  her  loveliness  is  seen 
Array'd  in  beauty,  that  the  summer  gives. 
Where  revelling  and  riot  is  unknown. 
Nor  do  the  vicious,  or  the  vain  intrude 
To  bring  pollution  with  their  presence  there. 
But  the  Pierian  nymphs  with  bland  address 
Welcome  the  innocent  to  their  abodes, 
And  unsolicited  their  steps  attend 
Or  bid  them  banquet  in  their  leafy  bowers, 
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Balmy  and  blissful  more  than  language  tells. 

Upon  the  Dartmouth  steamboats,  crowds  that  cross 
The  harbour  to  and  fro  hear  ev'ry  day 
Or,  almost  ev'ry  day  a  long  harangue 
Or  disquisition  on  that  tortured  text 
"  Man  is  a  selfish  animal,"  if  true 
(The  adage  always  has  been  doubtful  held) 
Tho'  not  our  Creed,  we  candidly  admit 
An  implication,  when  it  comes  onr  way. 
Of  being  rather  partial  to  the  phrase 
But  own  it  only  applicable  when 
Itf  leisure  hours  we  write  to  please  ourselves, 
Hence  if  our  paraphrase  be  wanting  found 
In  modulated,  or  in  picture  lines 
In  similie&,  or  syllables  sublime 
And  scholarly  equipments  of  the  age, 
That  do  the  Epics  and  the  Odes  adorn 
Of  Thomson's,  Cowper's,  Milton's  matchless  verse, 
And  in  a  Magazine,  or  a  Review, 
Subjected  to  some  captious  Critic's  sneer. 
Who  measures  by  an  arbitrary  rule 
We  claim  exemptions  on  that  patent  plea. 
Gifts  never  should  be  valued  overnice, 
But  venture  not  with  a  presumptuous  hand 
To  stretch  a  line  and  set  our  signet  on. 
The  heights  and  distances  that  are  between 
A  classic  Author,  and  an  Amateur 
Distinguish'd  less  by  fortune  than  by  fame. 
Some  faults  inherited  in  both  are  seen, 
Besides  peculiar  failings  of  their  own, 
And  startled  by  the  legacies  they  left 
What  paths  they  trode  would  carefully  evade, 
Quite  satisfied  through  literary  wilds 
Where  ferns  and  flora  courteously  combine. 
And  shady  lanes  to  wander  all  alone. 
There  we  among  the  rocks  and  streams,  and  flowers 
Content,  and  happiness  once  counted  myths 
Realities  in  Rusticating  find. 

Ours  is  no  dream  of  wild  imaginings 
Without  location,  and  without  a  bound, 
For  Kings  to  quote  or  Courtiers  to  rehearse — 
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Nor  picture  of  the  pleasures  Hope  invests, 
Nor  mistiness  o'er  memory  that  presides 
Or  fev'rishness  such  as  afflicts  the  minds 
Of  vain  enthusiasts  in  poetic  throes, 
Where  stolid  trifles  are  the  premium  paid 
To  see  their  shadows  photograph'd  in  fame. 

We  only  pencil  memorandum  notes 
On  tablets  such  as  accident  supplies, 
Perchance  the  margin  of  a  caucell'd  writ, 
Or  a  subpa3na  that  is  out  of  date. 
Or  envelope,  if  one  should  come  to  hand, 
Or  even  a  sliver  from  a  slatey  rock 
If  on  it  dots  be  visible  when  made. 
Whatever  may  a  reference  retain 
Of  things  imposing  as  we  pass  along, 
And  in  accordance  with  a  dim  idea 
Once  fondly  cherish'd  but  discarded  now. 
To  give  them  shape  and  fashion  by  and  bye, 
That  by  and  bye  must  be  already  past 
As  symbols  neither  faint  nor  few  advise, 
And  here  they  are  in  native  nakedness 
The  quaint  and  curious  in  our  Cabinet, 
Just  flung  together,  in  confusion  flung. 
vSome  disarranged,  and  dislocated  some. 
But  not  the  less  original  and  lend 
To  us  the  pleasures  in  the  present  found. 

Could  poetry  like  wine  improve  by  age, 
A  copy  of  this  paraphrase  engross'd, 
If  kept  in  manuscript  for  ten  decades 
At  public  auction  might  a  premium  bring 
More  priceless  in  an  Antiquary's  eyes 
Than  the  inscription  on  an  useless  coin 
(A  beggar  scarcely  would  stoop  down  to  lift) 
Time  has  been  long  employ'd  in  blotting  out 
Or,  any  crude  memorial  of  the  past. 
No  matter  what ;  provided  it  be  old. 

The  vitriol  drops  distilling  from  steel  pens 
And  spued,  or  spouted  out  by  parrot  tongues 
In  youthful  days  however  acrid  felt 
Make  faint  impressions  on  a  head  bleach'd  white 
Beneath  the  discipline  of  fourscore  years, 
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A  veteran  of  no  mercenary  caste 
Alike  prepared  in  passages  of  arms 
To  take  a  tilt,  with  visor  np  or  down, 
With  treach'rous  Ally,  or  a  hostile  lance 
As  hypocrits  and  helots  can  attest, 
Or  dash  aside  the  dagger  of  a  knave. 
And  let  the  sunlight  thro'  his  carcass  shine, 
Or  leave  him  labell'd  like  a  bale  of  goods 
And  pillory  his  profile  to  make  sport. 

Should  honour  claim  a  compliment  unkind, 
We  pitch  a  pebble  playfully  within. 
The  bold  aggressor's  crystalline  abode 
Nor  fail  of  touching  on  a  tender  spot 
Tho'  hid  below  where  sevenfold  darkness  lies, 
And  seven  years  silence  secrecy  secures 
Even  certain  gentlemen  famed  for  long  robes, 
That  with  our  fancies  are  familiar  grown, 
Such  allegations  care  not  to  dispute 
Since  some  of  them  we^iB^^i^^  and  skinn'd  -t- 
For  having  rashly  our  acquaintance  made. 
Deem  it  convenient  not  to  cross-our  path 
Lest  on  their  lips  a  blister  might  find  room. 

In  .case  some  technical  objection  rise 
To  our  adoption  of  a  legal  phrase, 
We  would  evade  the  consequence  and  write 
We  finish  here  ;  instead  ot     lue  rest  here^^' 
Considering  the  company  we  keep. 
Considering  the  pros  and  cons  we  hear. 
Considering  the  vapouring  we  see. 
Considering  the  rhetoric  display'd, 
Considering  the  censure  we  digest, 
Considering  our  aptitude  to  learn. 
Considering  the  allegations  made 
And  the  rejoinders  ;  casuists  alike 
With  disquisitions  in  v/hich  we  engage, 
Who  could  suppose  the  quantity  so  small 
Of  legal  verbiage  mingled  with  our  verse. 

We  finish,  coming  from  a  restless  pen 
Does  something  like  a  paradox  appear, 
But  only  is  a  formula  or  myth 
A  challenge,  if  not  spoken  yet  implied 
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And  much  in  voorue  when  a  haran^jue  is  made 
By  gentlemen  who  flaunt  a  flowing  robe 
More  vulgarly  denominated  "  gown^" 
A  petticoat  would  not  be  out  ot  place 
On  some  of  them  to  say  the  very  least. 
Spindles  and  distaffs  too  instead  of  "  briefs  " 
Might  be  becoming  in  their  equipage, 
Adepts  already  in  the  spinning  trade 
Altho'  their  yarns  wove  into  common  sense 
Might  be  a  fabric  of  a  flimsy  kind — 
Sufficient  for  our  purpose  now  to  read 
In  a  parenthesis,  we  finish  here 
Until  it  be  distinctly  understood 
Which  of  the  poem  pages  we  have  wrote, 
May  be  by  Madam  most  appropriate  deeni'd, 
More  logically  which  of  them  we'll  give. 
And  as  the  Grecian  kalands  may  arrive 
Before  her  fancy,  or  our  own  be  fixed, 
Nor  is  there  any  stipulated  time 
Set,  when  the  presentation  shall  be  made 
On  due  consideration  it  is  meet 
That  our  poetic  labours  finish  here* 
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